CATHOLIC WORLD. 





VOL. XXIIL., No. 


134.—MAY, 1876. 





THE ROOT OF OUR PRESENT EVILS. 


WueEn Mr. Dickens repaid the 
hospitality which he had received 
by his extremely. humorous satires 
of this country, he called the atten- 
tion of all Americans to the extent 
to which our national vanity was 
likely to blind us. Mr. Chollop’s 
opinion to the effect that “we are 
the intellect and virtue of the airth, 
the cream of human natur, and 
the flower of moral force,” has been 
secretly cherished by many better 
men. 

The conviction of ordinary Amer- 
icans is that our system of govern- 
ment is so evidently perfect, and 
the course of our development so 
manifestly healthy, that nothing 
but sheer blindness can account 
for any suspicion as to their future 
stability. To those who question 
the success of our future we are 
wont to reply by a smile of genuine 
pity, or by pointing to the results 
already achieved and the difficul- 
ties which have been surmounted. 
We have fused the most incongru- 
ous race-mixture into one homo- 
geneous nation. We have occu- 
pied a continent, and laid the foun- 
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dations of a great empire upon a 
comprehensive and stable adjust- 
ment of all the functions of govern- 
ment. We have eliminated the 
vast system of human slavery from 
which our ruin had been predicted. 
We have overcome the most power- 
ful assault upon the integrity of 
our national existence; and any 
violent attempt upon our govern- 
ment seems at present to be both 
impossible of occurrence and hope- 
less of success. 

It cannot be denied, however, that 
recent events have awakened in 
the minds of earnest and patriotic 
Americans a sense of uneasiness 
and anxiety very different from any 
similar feeling in the past. The 
professional politician sees in the 
corruption lately developed in 
Washington simply the evidence 
of decay manifested by a powerful 
organization which has enjoyed 
unlimited power and survived the 
issues which brought it into exis- 
tence. He would persuade the 
people that a “ rotation ” is all that 
is necessary in order to restore 
things to an honest and sober con- 
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dition. Less thoughtful men de- 
mand a return on the part of offi- 
cials “to the simplicity of our fore- 
fathers,” and applaud blindly every 
effort at retrenchment. All obser- 
vant writers and thinkers deprecate 
any such impossibility and are quite 
clear as to the folly of attempting 
it. The ation, March 16, says: 
“ We confess that there is to us 
something almost as depressing in 
this kind of talk as in the practice, 
in which many of our newspapers 
indulge, of drawing consolation for 
the present corruption of this re- 
public from the reflection that the 
corruption of the English monarchy 
one hundred and fifty years ago 
was just as great; because both 
one and the other have a tendency 
to turn people’s minds away from 
real remedies and throw them back 
on quackery.” 

The feeling exhibited by this 
writer is not confined to himself; 
and the protest which he makes 
against disguise and quackery is 
extended much further than he him- 
self has carried it. For the most 
part careful observers are willing 
to postpone the question of treat- 
ment until the public is settled 
as to what the malady really is. 
We are shaken out of our cus- 
tomary habit of mind by witnessing 
the disgrace and infamy which cov- 
er our present administration. Ev- 
erybody feels that something ought 
to be done. But to pay particular 
attention to this portion of the body 
politic, without examining how far 
the disease extends and what is its 
source, is simply to run the risk of 
suppressing a symptom instead of 
curing a disorder. 

The slightest attempt at candid 
observation reveals clearly that cor- 
ruption is not confined to Washing- 
ton. A few years ago it was sup- 
poséd to be limited to a certain 
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class of local politics; then it was 
restricted to the city of New York. 
Now it is proved to extend from 
the Atlantic to the Pacific, and to 
exist in every circle of society. 
The suspicion which once attached 
to the “ ward politician ” now hangs 
about our representatives and sena- 
tors. Dishonesty in commercial 
transactions perpetrates, renewed 
outrages. We shall soon have to 
establish fresh associations to insure 
our insurance companies and to 
guarantee our banks. The medical 
profession feels called upon to issue 
tracts in order to guard against the 
physical degeneracy of the entire 
race. 

To deny that there is a pronounc- 
ed, marked, and universal deca- 
dence in morality is simply to stul- 
tify all faculties of observation and 
to contradict the testimony of every 
sense. It is not necessary to repeat 
the list of scandals which are daily 
appearing, or to appeal to the con- 
viction, which prevails everywhere, 
that we have seen but a small por- 
tion of those which really exist. It 
is the common sentiment that the 
next century will witness either a 
complete and radical reform of the 
present state of things, or else acondi- 
tion far worse than the enemies of 
this country have ever yet predicted. 

Startling as this conviction may 
appear, the only thing which ought 
to surprise us is that the present 
disorder has not been foreseen and 
is not now more fully understood. 
It would have been easy to predict 
the increase of wealth and the con- 
sequent increase of luxury in our 
midst. No sane person can doubt 
that these sources of temptation 
will be greater in the future. The 
presence of wealth, the possibility 
of attaining it, will cail forth all the 
activity of the rising generation, 
and the keenness of the struggle, in 
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which all are free within the limits 
of the law, will tend constantly to 
lower the standard of honesty. The 
strictness of party discipline, the 
disgust which the mass of citizens 
have for attending to the details of 
politics, offer the widest scope for 
unprincipled adventurers. There 
are few careers in which quackery, 
fraud, and imposture cannot secure 
those fruits for the possession of 
which honesty and labor are forced 
to suffer and to strive. 

It does not involve a cynical 
view of mankind to decide that 
where the occasion of sin abounds 
wickedness will increase and prove 
destructive, unless adequate means 
are taken to preserve the purity of 
a nation. 

This restraining influence in the 
history of nations hitherto has been 
religion, whichis supposed to furnish 
motives and to supply the strength 
and means of combating these evil 
tendencies, and of defining and con- 
solidating public morality. 

The religion under profession of 
which the older portions of the 
republic developed was professed- 
ly Christian and retained much of 
the traditional morality of the mid- 
dle ages. There was no particular 
form of Protestantism which suc- 
ceeded in impressing itself perma- 
nently upon the growing republic, 
although some connection of church 
and state was universally recogniz- 
ed in the early State constitutions. 
The rigid forms of Puritanism and 
Quakerism were well calculated to 
preserve frugality and simplicity of 
life as long as they could be main- 
tained in rigidity. But no system 
of mere forms or external restraint 
could suffice for the direction of a 
civilization which, stili in its in- 
fancy, presents so much richness 
and luxuriance of growth. Neither 
the austerity of the Roundhead nor 
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the dignity of the Cavalier could 
hope to remain as the type upon 
which the American character was to 
be moulded. The external habili- 
ments of the early generations were 
bound to disappear, as they have 
disappeared. But their principles— 
z.é., the beliefs of Protestantism— 

were to remain and to form the intel- 
lect and conscience of the American 
people. However great the influ- 
ence of Southern statesmen upon our 
external constitution, the New Eng- 
land mind has wrought most power- 
fully upon the popular sentiment of 

the country. ‘This action has been 
manifold. 

The stock in trade, to use a 
homely comparison, with which Pro- 
testantism assumed its duty of pro- 
viding for the moral and intellec- 
tual necessities of the American | 
people was contained in the princi- 
ples of the so-called Reformation. 

In addition to the theory of pri- 
vate judgment, which was retained, 
with the utmost inconsistency, the 
early religion of this country repos- 
ed upon two fundamental and mis- 
chievous errors which were inherit- 
ed from the authors of the Refor- 
mation. These were the heresies 
of justification by faith alone and 
the total depravity of human na- 
ture. If any proof were wanting 
of the strength and permanence 
of the religious instinct in man, it 
would appear in the fact that such 
monstrous delusions could so long 
receive the assent of those who pro- 
fessed at the same time perfect free- 
dom of belief. These disgusting 
caricatures of Christian dogma have 
almost lost their control over human 
reason, and will remain only to de- 
monstrate the needs of man and his 

@veakness when acting in abnormal 
ways and under false traditions. 
But the fruit which they have borne 
will not speedily perish. After ¢rys- 
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tallizing into a system and found- 
ing institutions for perpetuating its 
growth, the Calvinism of New Eng- 
land assumed all the proportions 
and manners of an established sect. 
The preachers were intellectually 
ell worthy of the position which 
they enjoyed. Great eloquence, 
iich thought, and all the scholarship 
of which'they were possessed were 
wasted in elaborate sermons prov- 
ing, or attempting to prove, their 
dark and malignant creed, A large 
mass of the people, however, not at- 
tracted by the airs of Calvinism, 
“were repelled by the heavy and me- 
taphysical style of the Calvinistic 
pulpit. 

Before the separation of the colo- 
nies from the mother country New 
England Calvinism had become suf- 
ficiently dry and devoid of senti- 
ment to prepare the way for a more 
emotional religion. ‘Thousands of 
eager souls drank in the enthusiasm 
of Asbury, Coke, and the other apos- 
tles of Wesleyanism. ‘The founders 
of Methodism in America, though 
obliged to adopt some articles of 
faith as distinctive of their organi- 
zation, owed their success to the 
fact that, discarding all reasoning, 
they appealed to religious emotion, 
and were mainly instrumental in 
founding that school of theology 
whose dcecfrine is that it matters 
little what one does or believes, pro- 
vided one feeds right. 

Emotiorialism has run its course 
and dies out in the Hippodrome, 
whither the official teachers of 
evangelicalism have led their con- 
gregations to receive from the min- 
istrations of two illiterate laymen 
that spiritual stimulant which can 
no longer be obtained from edu- 
cated preachers in the fashionable 
meeting-house. 

While the ancient organizations 
of Puritanism continued, with more 
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or less dilution of its original doc- 
trines, another movement had aris- 
en in the very heart of Calvinism. 
The Unitarian movement has prov- 
ed a complete reaction against what 
are called the doctrines of the Re- 
formation. It has resulted in the 
extinction of the religious sentiment. 
Its popular summary is to the ef- 
fect, that it makes little difference 
what one feels or believes, provided 
he does right. From the society of 
the Free Religionists back to the 
original shades of Calvinism is a 
gloomy road for even the imagina- 
tion to travel, but no one can pass 
over it in fancy without perceiving 
the utter impossibility of persuading 
one who has once emerged from, 
ever to return to, the earlier dark- 
ness. 

To continue in a creed which in- 
volved blasphemy against the good- 
ness of God and the denial of all 
the natural sources of morality, or 
to surrender one’s self to religious 
emotion without any solid intellec- 
tual principle, or else to place in- 
dividuals in entire dependence upon 
their private perceptions of religious 
and moral truth, and finally pass 
from one degree of scepticism to 
another—one of these three alter- 
natives was proposed as the occu- 
pation of the American intellect 
during the most active period of 
national growth. 

The Egyptian darkness which 
Calvinism brings upon any thought- 
ful soul was the inheritance of the 
religious youth of the country. 
What virtue can exist when total 
depravity is daily preached? What 
bar does it put to the passions of 
man to know or to believe that his 
salvation does not depend upon his 
good life? What conception of the 
universe can he form who sees in it 
only the work of what a popular 
preacher has called an “ infinite 
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gorilla”? Nothing is more pathe- 
tic than the history which we have 
of minds whose natural goodness 
vainly struggled against these de- 
testable heresies. And if the reli- 
gious heart of New England found 
in its creed nothing but discourage- 
ment, what was the effect of that 
religion upon the popular mind? 
Is it not mainly to its influence that 
all that is repulsive and hard in 
the Yankee character is to be at- 
tributed ? 

But, on the other hand, what has 
been left by the decay of emotional 
religion? It might have been pro- 
phesied with safety that the result 
would be simply a reaction. So far 
as can be observed, it is nothing 
more or less. The writer was not a 
little amused at reading lately in a 
Methodist paper an editorial charg- 
ing strongly against the present style 
of revivals, under the heading of 
“ Religious Fits.” The editor, in the 

‘course of his remarks, very bluntly 
asserted that religious fits are not 
much better than any other kind of 
fits—a proposition which sums up 
the vital weakness of Methodism. 
And when a whole nation or a large 
classis reduced to this condition, the 
recovery from the fit will be attended 
with great disaster. “The religion 
of gush,” as it has been forcibly styl- 
ed, is fatal to morality. It is an at- 
tempt to feed a starving man upon 
stimulants. The appearance of 
strength which it gives is simply an 
additional tax upon the system. 
Emotional religion may succeed in 
quieting women who are secluded 
in domestic life, or even the weaker 
sort of men who are occupied solely 
in teaching it; but for the com- 
mon mass, who are daily exposed to 
temptation, it is, at most, a salve 
with which the wounds inflicted 
upon conscience are plastered over. 
There is nothing in it to discipline 
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the soul before trial, and nothing 
to repair its weaknesses after it has 
fallen. 

With regard to the results of the 
naturalistic revolt against Calvin- 
ism there is little to be said. ‘The 
charming writers who have given it 
prestige are not its product but its 
cause. In so far as they assert the 
dignity of human reason against 
Calvinism, to this extent they are 
in harmony with our natural ih- 
stincts and have tended to produce 
a wholesome influence. But even 
transcendentalism is past its wane, 
and will be known in the future 
only by its literary reputation. 
Free religion has developed no 
permanent constructive idea. Its 
principal effect will be to obliterate 
whatever of Christianity has clung 
to the tradition of New England 
Protestantism. Its mission will be ac- 
complished when all connection be- 
tween the past and present shall have 
been effectually broken. Itleaves us 
only a considerable amount of sci- 
entific knowledge which we should 
possess without it. Its morality 
staggers through the wide range 
extending from free love and spi- 
ritism into the undefined vacuity 
which it supposes to lie between 
these bolder theories and old-fash- 
ioned uprightness. Like emotion- 
al Protestantism, it is wholly inca- 
pable of withstanding any strain or 
of guiding and controlling the ab- 
solute individualism which it has 
created. If the Congregational 
pastor of Plymouth Church affords 
asad example of the impotence of 
emotional pietism, the unfortunate 
plaintiff in the lawsuit against him 
is no less a melancholy instance of 
the aberrations of the last phase of 
American Protestantism. 

‘There is little affectation of con- 
cealment, on the part of thoughtful 
Americans, of the conviction that 
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our national growth and the suc- 
cess of our government are subject 
to the universal laws according to 
which past empires have risen and 
perished. It is to be hoped that 
the success with which we have 
been blessed so far will not blind 
our eyes to this truth, We must 
have a solid basis of morality, or we 
are doomed to fall into such a con- 
dition as will make our absolute ex- 
tinction a desirable thing. Whence 
is this new life to come? Is there 
anything in American Protestantism 
which can reverse its steady process 
of decay and disintegration? Has 
it any principles which can arrest 
for one moment the popular ten- 
dencies? We are unable to see in 
it even a “serviceable breakwater 
against errors more fundamental 
than its own”; quite the contrary. 
Its dogmatic front only serves to 
disgust those who mistake it for 
Christianity. Protestantism never 
converted a nation to Christianity 
or formed one. It could do neither 
even if it had an opportunity. In 
its latitudinarian aspect it directly 
fosters the present vagueness of 
moral convictions; while its emo- 
tional tendency only justifies the 
substitution of sentiment for reason 
and nullifies all attempts to subject 
the feelings to the judgment. 
However one may be disposed to 
prefer the paganism which univer- 
sally pervades our era to the un- 
lovely fanaticism of earlier times, 
experience, both past and present, 
forbids the indulgence of any hope 
of future success springing from it. 
It is hard to imagine what thought 
has been expended upon this sub- 
ject by those who profess to see 
the way out of our present difficul- 
ties through a lavish system of public 
education. We hear declamations on 
this subject which fill us with bewil- 
derment. If the public schools 
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were able to furnish the people 
with sound moral instruction, we 
could understand something of the 
enthusiasm which describes them 
as the sources of national morality 
and as the salvation of the future. 
God knows we have no desire to 
cut off one ray of light; but the 
present moment is not one in which 
to indulge in madness. The soon- 
er it is understood that our system 
of education is destroying the gen- 
eration that is subjected to its influ- 
ence, the better. It stands to rea- 
son that the great need of the hour 
is to save our children from its evils. 
Our public education barely suc- 
ceeds in exaggerating all the moral 
and physical degeneracies of the 
day. To develop the desire and 
capacity for action and enjoyment, 
without providing means of guiding 
and restraining within wholesome 
limits the power thus produced, is 
simply to court disaster. We are 
suffering at present from aversion 
to hard labor and a quiet life from 
the unbridled desire of wealth and 
pleasure, from the absence of well- 
defined moral sentiment. The pre- 
sent system of education, so vehe- 
mently applauded, is an aggravation 
of all the morbid tendencies of our 
condition. This complaint will not 
receive much attention coming from 
this source, but it is finding univer- 
sal utterance from the medical pro- 
fession, and its justice will speed- 
ily appear to the most casual ob- 
server. 

There is nothing in paganism, 
however brilliant its sciencé or art, 
that can restore the health of a race 
which is morally corrupt. The 
“positive stage of development,” 
as it is styled by a certain class 
of modern writers, is an age of de- 
crepitude. If the analogy be true 
which they hold to exist between 
the life of man and the develop- 
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ment of a race, we must expect 
death as soon as the “positive” 
era has been attained. The muscu- 
lar epoch has passed. The age 
of delusions has left: the mind in-+ 
capable of anything but observ- 
ing facts; the demand for artificial 
stimulants has exhausted the brain 
of the nation; and the body politic, 
though surrounded with luxury, is 
moribund beyond the power of re- 
covery. 

While we do not fully accept the 
analogy of positivism, we are con- 
vinced that neither Protestantism 
nor paganism can raise the nation 
from the slough in which it seems 
about to settle. Nor will it be saved 
by the infusion of fresh blood, as was 
the ancient world according to some 
ingenious writers. The Hun and 
Vandal and Goth would never 
have changed their originally sav- 
age state had they not met in 
the world that they destroyed an 
indestructible power which, after 
surviving the assaults of both Ro- 
man and barbarian, by its subtle 
constructive faculty altered the face 
of the earth. This power was 
Christianity, whose work of univer- 
sal civilization was so fatally marred 
by the religious catastrophe of the 
sixteenth century. 

Now that the false Christianity 
of our forefathers has developed 
its utter worthlessness as a guide, 
it will be well to inquire whether 
the religious system, which is his- 
torically identified with Christian- 
ity, contains any of those elements 
of stability so lacking in our civili- 
zation. 

It is not to be expected that such 
a discussion, even if resulting favor- 
ably to Catholicity, will be sufficient 
to convert the American people to 
its faith, but it will greatly conduce 
to removing misconceptions and 
ignorance on the part of many of 
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our fellow-citizens with regard to 
the relative merits of Catholicity 
and Protestantism. 

No system can ever prove effi- 
cient which is unable to maintain 
its own integrity. No intellectual 
movement can hope to exert any 
large practical influence after it 
has lost its unity. Protestantism, 
having begun with a denial of the 
need of authority, was soon forced 
to contradict itself in practice in 
order to preserve its existence. 
But the principle which had given 
it life could not be disregarded, and 
the germ of discord, involved in 
the idea of a teaching body without 
any claim to be believed save what 
private conscience might be willing 
to concede to it, continued to pro- 
duce disintegration without end. 

The evils of our present exagge- 
rated individualism are universally 
admitted. Men are united upon all 
points except those involving moral 
responsibility. While it is quite 
clear that in matters of science we 
are willing to trust to authority, on 
the other hand, in the more com- 
plex and easily perverted order of 
ideas (involving as they do the gra- 
vest consequences), every man is 
endowed with infallibility. This is 
simply an inversion of the natural 
order. ‘The normal and rational 
order is preserved by Catholicity. 
With the Catholic Church religious 
truth as the basis of morality is a 
tradition whose bearing upon hu- 
man science and politics always re- 
quires fresh application and is co- 
extensive with the possibility of 
human growth. But while this ap- 
plication of principle is left to indi- 
vidual effort and furnishes the pro- 
per exercise of the intellect, the ex- 
cesses of individualism are always 
to be counteracted by a living au- 
thority. The ability of the church 
to maintain her unity has been 
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demonstrated and perfected in its 
operation by the storms which the 
last three centuries have launched 
against her. The opposition to her, 
on the contrary, has brought about 
its own destruction. If the absur- 
dities of modern individualism are 
to be remedied, the cure lies in an 
earnest consideration of the claims of 
Christianity. Protestantism, though 
a grievous calamity, has served to 
settle for ever all those questions 
concerning the supreme source of 
doctrinal authority which had been 
raised by the intrigues of the secu- 
lar power in the middle age. Now 
it is no longer possible to confuse the 
sentiment of obedience to author- 
ity by reference to unlawful sources. 
The attack of modern governments 
upon the church tends still further 
to circumscribe the limits of secular 
power, and to define clearly that 
which belongs to Czsar and that 
which belongs to God. 

The stability and permanence of 
Catholic thought are maintained in 
great measure by the prerogatives 
of the spiritual power, which pro- 
mulgates and guards the divine tra- 
dition committed to its care. But 
the real power which that tradition 
exercises is its truth and its con- 
formity with facts. The divine re- 
velation is made to reason. It sup- 
poses a rational being. It is ac- 
cepted on rational and convincing 
evidence, and becomes operative in 
virtue of divine grace. Its aim is 
to elevate and ennoble human na- 
ture and to heal its infirmities. In 
fulfilling this mission it acts in har- 
mony with God’s other works, al- 
ways above and with reason, but 
never against it. It puts no obsta- 
cle in the way of human science, 
which, as the Vatican Council de- 
clares, can only contradict revela- 
tion by being incomplete or by mis- 
interpreting divine truth. It en- 
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courages labor in its development of 
nature as a means of discipline and 
as furnishing the necessary condi- 
tion of peace and civilization. It 
stimulates art to search after beauty 
as a means of showing the necessity 
and embellishing the truth of hea- 
venly doctrine. It is true that the 
Catholic faith does not permit the 
intellect to repose in any one of 
these occupations as its sole end. 
In the light of divine truth science 
and art are united by a synthesis; 
and the rest which faith forbids the 
soul to take in earthly pursuits is 
denied by its own nature. The 
synthesis which faith provides is 
sought restlessly and eagerly by the 
mind. Modern thought, which has 
been turned away from Catholicity, 
searches vainly for some principle 
of unity. 

The faith which redeemed the 
ancient world and prepared the 
germs of that degree of civilization 
that has not been wholly destroyed 
by Protestantism, was in no respect 
like the withering, soul-destroying 
horrors of Calvinism. The doc- 
trines which supplied matter for the 
intense intellectual life of the mid- 
dle age, which corrected Aristotle 
and piled tome after tome of the 
close, serried reasoning of St. Tho- 
mas Aquinas, was in accord with 
human reason, vindicated the dignity 
and powers of man, and stimulated 
him with fresh vigor in every sphere 
of science, poetry, and art. Scho- 
lasticism was nothing else than an 
effort of human reason to demon- 
strate the reasonableness of Chris- 
tianity. The present generation is 
so grossly ignorant of those eight 
hundred years of most intense life 
which formed Christendom that it 
is not capable of appreciating their 
influence and still less their cha- 
racter. But whoever will read the 
proemium of the Summa Contra Gen- 
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tiles of the “ Angel of the Schools ” 
will see the difference between the 
constructive doctrine of the middle 
age and the reactionary delusions 
of the sixteenth century—the bitter 
fruit of that splendid revival of pa- 
ganism. Protestantistr, viewed as 
a system of doctrine, was simply an 
extravagant caricature of the super- 
naturalism of the Catholic Church. 
As a system of morality it was no- 
thing else than the emancipation of 
the passions from the restraints im- 
posed by Christianity. Having de- 
stroyed the necessary conditions of 
faith by denying authority, it pre- 
sented the ideas of grace and sanc- 
tification in such a distorted man- 
ner as to render sacraments unne- 
cessary and unmeaning, to do away 
with free will, merit, and natural 
goodness—in a word, to abolish hu- 
man nature. Wherever the heirs 
of the so-called Reformers have re- 
volted from the unnatural task of 
propagating their religious system 
they have left mankind, not simply 
bewildered by the darkness whence 
it has emerged, but without the 
heavenly guidance which genuine 
Christianity provides. It has rob- 
bed men of the light of heavenly 
doctrine, and has furthermore strip- 
ped them of the aid of the sacra- 
mental system, the means of the 
action of divine grace and of the 
growth of supernatural life, without 
which natural virtue and natural 
intelligence cannot long endure in 
purity. 

The present state of our people 
calls for what Protestantism has 
not. Justification by faith could 
not save its first professor from 
breaking his vows and debauching 
another person equally bound; nor 
will its influence increase by repeat- 
ing his famous dictum, Pecca fortiter 
sed crede fortius. The evanescence 
of genuine fanaticism on the part of 
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evangelical religion is no guarantee 
of a better state of morals. Our 
people have got beyond simply 
believing and feeling ; they wish to 
do right, but they are gradually 
coming to acknowledge that man 
cannot do right without snowing what 
he ought to do, viz., what is right ; 
and the best and wisest will confess 
that they do not know what they 
ought to do, and that they can see 
nothing in the future from whence 
they may expect tolearn. Whether 
they will be content to review the 
evidences of Catholicity we KnoW 
not. Many are doing so, but the 
intense worldliness of the day is 
not favorable to serious thought on 
the part of the multitude. Should, 
however, the authority of true 
Christianity be revealed to, and 
accepted by, them, we may justly 
expect a development of the utmost 
significance in the history of the 
world. 

Catholicity not only preserves 
and restores the Christian truth of 
which men have been robbed by 
the heresies of the Reformation, 
but it preserves, sanctifies, and 
makes fruitful the natural goodness 
which remains in the individual, 
the race, and the nation. But 
above all things it applies those 
principles of natural justice and 
purity which are now so seriously 
jeopardized. 

An unjust man can console him- 
self, when transmitting his dishon- 
est gains to his descendants, by 
reflecting that he is to be justified 
by faith alone. ‘This has been done 
to our certain knowledge, and doubt- 
less every New Englander can recall 
similar cases. A man who admits 
the injustice of his transactions 
can find ways of forgetting his in- 
debtedness. The fraudulent bank- 
rupt can revel in the wealth of his 
wife and children. Even the thief 
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who admits in the abstract the ob- 
ligation of restoring that which he 
has stolen, without the assistance 
of the confessional is too apt to 
clirig to that which he has once 
acquired, 

We want, first, to hear the Cath- 
olic doctrine of the necessity of 
restitution in the place of maudlin 
denunciation of “carnal righteous- 
ness.” We want to have it well 
understood that no amount of ex- 
alted emotion will relieve the 
guilty thief until he has handed 
over his ill-gotten goods. We do 
not say that the neglect of this doc- 
trine is the cause of the special 
cases of corruption which come 
before our eyes; but we freely as- 
sert that the spread of dishonesty 
is due to nothing less than the in- 
eptitude and fatuity of Protes- 
tantism in this respect. 

We further assert our conviction 
that no amount of preaching will 
change the present widespread dis- 
regard of the rights of property. 
These must be enforced in the pri- 
vate life of each man, backed by a 
supernatural principle. The means 
which the Catholic Church has pro- 
vided for the support and assistance 
of the individual conscience is the 
confessional. This it is which has 
created the very sentiment of hon- 
esty that is now dying out among us 
for want of it. Antiquity did not 
possess this sentiment. The Greeks 
encouraged stealing and made a 
god of theft. The Romans ac- 
knowledged only the claims of 
hospitality and the force of law. 
Our barbarian ancestors grew and 
thrived upon piracy and pillage. It 
was no abstract or speculative doc- 
trine which overcame their savage 
traits and established the new sen- 
timent which condemns successful 
villany; nor will the present. de- 
cay of honesty be arrested by any 
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system which divorces it from the 
institution that has brought it into 
existence. 

The most fatal symptom, however, 
of our lapse into paganism reveals 
itself in that department of mo- 
rality in which the struggle is car- 
ried on with the most lawless of hu- 
man passions. The morality of Pro- 
testantism offered no assistance tothe 
individual in this conflict between 
reason and the excesses of that in- 
stinct whichis at once the most neces- 
sary and at the same time the least 
governable. Developments such as 
Mormonism andthe Oneida Commu- 
nity, the increasing frequency of di- 
vorce, and the freedom with which 
the maxims of the ancient Christian 
morality are questioned, are suffi- 
cient to illustrate the decay of fixed 
principles of morality. Such results 
are not strange when we recall the 
actual conduct of the founders of 
Protestantism. Nor is it unreason- 
able to expect a certain amount of 
laxity in an intellectual movement 
which constitutes each individual 
his own supreme judge and teacher 
of morals; but the worst is that the 
very source of purity is thoroughly 
vitiated. In ancient Christianity the 
laws of chastity were clearly defined, 
peremptory, and plainly set before 
the intellect. Modern individualism, 
having begun by denying man’s re- 
sponsibility and asserting his neces- 
sary depravity, has placed the rule of 
virtue, not in reason, but in instinct. 
The old morality was a sentiment 
based upon dogmatic conviction. 
The modern Neo-protestantism has 
nothing upon which to depend for 
its purity of life except the natural 
feelings of modesty and shame. 
The very idea of attempting to sub- 
ject sexual instinct to reason is 
scouted as an absurdity by popular 
writers. The license taken by those 
whose occupation is to amuse the 
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public every day increases in shame- 
lessness. Art, whether pictorial or 
dramatic, will not listen to any sug- 
gestion of restraint, and the natural 
sentiment upon which our virtue 
rests is constantly being weakened. 

It is foolishly supposed that this 
species of disorder, having gone to 
certain lengths, will at last return 
to rational limits. It is with some 
such notion that the enthusiasts, 
who profess to see in popular 
education a panacea for all evils, 
expatiate upon the future. This, 
however, is mere thoughtlessness. 
The development of the nervous 
temperament in the system of a na- 
tion is no remedy for this moral 
illness ; on the contrary, the reverse 
is true. The result is the most dan- 
gerous form of sensuality. When 
an intense and excitable organism, 
quick in its intellectual movements, 
eager in its appreciation of beauty, 
is left to follow its own instincts in 
the application of wealth, we have 
the nearest approach to the ancient 
classic type of culture. The re- 
cent development of American art 
is a source of universal remark. 
Here the successful artist finds 
golden appreciation. The diva of 
the lyric stage, the painter and 
sculptor, meet with substantial wel- 
come. The growing taste for beau- 
ty of line is well known and ac- 
knowledged. Extravagancein dress 
is becoming a national weakness. 
There is every indication that the 
next century will witness in our 
descendants a race more elegant in 
its tastes, more intense in its en- 
joyment of every form of beauty, 
than even the heirs of European 
refinem&#t—a generation as unlike 
the ungainly type of Brother Jon- 
athan as an Athenian of the age 
of Pericles was dissimilar to the 
rude Pelasgic fisherman of the 
Hellespont. We think of Greece 
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most commonly in her esthetic 
character and influence; but we 
must not forget that her immorali- 
ty as recorded in history was hide- 
ously dark. The product of her 
sensuous and overwrought know- 
ledge and enjoyment of nature 
spread with her literature and art. 
They brought death to the strong 
and vigorous race which had over- 
come the world. The annals of 
Suetonius and Tacitus, the calm 
records of current facts, are too 
obscene to bear circulation among 
ordinary readers of our day. The 
literature of their time has to be ex- 
purgated before it is fit to be pe- 
rused by youthful students. The 
crimes which are charged by the 
apostle in his terrible invective 
against the heathen culture, which 
are rehearsed by Terence and Aristo- 
phanes, satirized by Juvenal, laugh- 
ed at by Horace, celebrated in the 
flowing measures of Anacreon, Ovid, 
and Catullus, and coldly set down 
by historians as the public acts of 
the cultivated classes—these fright- 
ful excesses live to-day, with all 
their unnatural beastliness, in the ex- 
quisitely-wrought marbles and fres- 
cos of Pompeii. 

There was never a case in which 
either a nation or an individual was 
cured of this species of corruption 
by increasing the esthetic faculties 
and amplifying the temptations of 
wealth. But, it is urged, education 
gives the rising generation the abil- 
ity to read, and therefore puts it 
in the way of acquiring sound in- 
struction. Let it be understood 
that we believe no parent has a 
right to deny this instruction to his 
children; but we bespeak on the 
part of all earnest men the utmost 
attention to the practical issue of 
thgs theory, in order that they may 
see how incomplete it is as a safe- 
guard to the virtue of the youth now 
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growing up. What is the nature 
of our popular literature? Upon 
what sort of reading is the newly- 
acquired art exercised? What is 
the ratio of books which furnish 
useful instruction to those works 
whose aim is solely to amuse and 
excite the imagination? And of 
the latter class, what is the pro- 
portion between the harmless and 
noxious publications? Those who 
receive only elementary instruction 
practically go to school in order to 
learn to read novels and the trashy 
and immoral periodicals whose costly 
illustrations and increasing number 
amply prove the increasing demand 
forthem. Theinfluence of the press 
is necessary and indispensable, but 
there is nothing in our literature 
which will in any degree restrain 
the tendencies of our civilization. 
We wish it were possible to use 
language of sufficient force to ex- 
press the reality of our perilous 
condition; for our people have al- 
ready gone far enough in this di- 
rection to excite the utmost alarm. 
The moral corruption of New Eng- 
land is such as to threaten with ex- 
tinction the vigorous race which 
originally inhabited it. The me- 
dical profession of this country 
is so profoundly impressed with 
the constant decrease in the birth- 
rate of the native stock and with its 
marked physical * decadence, that 
essays on these subjects are to be 
seen in every scientific periodical. 
Ten years ago Dr. Storer called 
attention to the fact that, as far 
back as 1850, the natural increase 
of the population, or the excess of 
births ovgr deaths, was by those of 
foreign origin, and that subsequent- 
ly the ratio in favor of foreign pa- 
rents was constantly on the in- 
crease. “ In other words,” he says, 
“it is found that, in so far as 
depends upon the American and 
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native element, and in the absence 
of the existing immigration from 
abroad, the population of our older 
States, even allowing for the loss by 
emigration, is stationary or decreas- 
ing.” Dr. Storer did not hesitate 
to attribute this fact to the crimi- 
nal destruction of human life or to 
the suppression of the family by 
those whose natural instincts ought 
to procure its conservation, The 
evidences of this widespread evil 
are before us in every daily issue of 
the press. 

The demands of pleasure, the 
numerous inducements to women to 
find their occupation outside of do- 
mestic life, and to shrink from the 
duties and cares of maternity—none 
of those temptations which furnish 
the occasion of this crime are: to 
be met by increasing the size and 
beauty of our public schools or by 
providing the children of the poor 
with elegant accomplishments. Nor 
will the result be more favorable 
if the privilege of the elective fran- 
chise is added to the other extra- 
domestic responsibilities of Ameri- 
can women. What, then, is to save 
us when marriage, if recognized, 
has ceased to be a desirable state, 
when luxury and nervous develop- 
ment have subjected the chastity of 
single life to the severest tempta- 
tion, and when our inherited morali- 
ty has vanished in the process of 
our growth? 

If the native American race is not 
going to die out, it must learn from 
foreigners the secret of their vitality. 
Christianity has, in the confession- 
al, the means of applying not only 
sacramental grace to the fallen and 
repentant, butof securing Mm from 
furtherdisorder. Dr. Storer hastold 
the country very plainly that “the 
different frequency of the abor- 
tions depends, not upon a difference 
in social position or in fecundity, 
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but in the religion.” In other words, 
the cultivated American is far be- 
low the ignorant immigrant in mo- 
rality; and the reason of this is that 
the immigrant referred to is a 
Catholic and his employer is not. 
Dr. Storer proceeds to observe: 
“Tt is not, of course, intended to 
imply that Protestantism, as such, 
in any way encourages or, indeed, 
permits the practice of inducing 
abortion; its tenets are uncompro- 
misingly hostile to all crime. So 
great, however, is the popular. ig- 
norance regarding this offence that 
an abstract morality is here com- 
paratively powerless.” This touches 
the fundamental truth involved in 
the whole discussion—“ an abstract 
morality ” never can prove effective 
against any concrete evil. But the 
doctor further expresses his convic- 
tion, drawing the legitimate conclu- 
sion and stating the fact: “And 
there can be no doubt that the 
Romish ordinance, flanked on the 
‘one hand by the confessional and 
by denouncement and excommu- 
nication on the other” (he has 
previously quoted from the pastoral 
of a Catholic prelate), “ has saved to 
the world thousands of infant lives.” 
The American people is beginning 
to perceive that wealth and culture 
without true morality mean ruin. 
If it does not perceive that Protes- 
tantism is the cause of its present 
corruption, it at least confesses that 
its inherited religion is powerless to 
remedy the evils of the day. We 
cannot ask it to reject its false guide 
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much faster than it is doing. We 
cannot tell how soon it will be able 
to receive the divine truth of Chris- 
tianity. It will be no pleasure to 
us to have the old faith vindicated 
by the destruction of this people. 

We beg to be allowed to preserve 
our Catholic population and to keep 
them pure and faithful, at least until 
non-Catholics can offer something 
which will meet their own contin- 
gencies. lf this demand be per- 
sistently disregarded and our hon- 
est attempt to save ourselves be 
misconstrued into an assault upon 
others, we will do the best we can, 
at all events. 

But, in the meantime, let all ear- 
nest men admit the reality of danger. 
Do not let attention be absorbed by 
particular manifestations of a dis- 
ease which is universal. The evils 
which threaten our life will not be 
removed by retrenchment of gov- 
ernment expenses, or by a tempo- 
rary destruction of party tyranny, 
or by an ostentatious simplicity in 
official circles, or by “ justification 
by faith,” or by pietistic feeling, 
or by acting out individual crotch- 
ets, or even by sound moral doc- 
trine in an abstract form, but by the 
living truth of God, taught by him 
through human lips, applied by him 
with divine efficacy through the min- 
istry of human hands. The truth 
which has saved the ancient world 
and has produced all that is desira- 
ble in modern civilization is alone 
able to preserve our nation in its 
future growth. 
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A FRENCH NOVEL.* 


Tuis title will prove a disappoint- 
ment to those who only associate 
the idea of a French novel with that 
typical production of vicious and 
feverish literature to which the fic- 
tion-mongers of France have so 
long accustomed us, and whose cor- 
rupt influence has made itself felt 
far beyond the limits of the nation 
which gives it birth. Our present 
purpose is not to discuss one of 
those pernicious books, but to con- 
sider one which rises as far above 
their level by its artistic beauty 
and literary merits as by the nobler 
tone of its morality. A novel by a 
Catholic writer, impregnated from 
first to last with the spirit and prin- 
ciple of the faith, full of noble sen- 
timents, and yet as amusing and as 
exciting as any “ naughty ” novel; a 
book where all the good people, even 
the holy people, are as charming, 
witty, odd, or fascinating as if they 
were anything but holy ; a book that 
conveys in the characters and scenes 
it brings before us a great moral 
lesson, and which at the same time 
absorbs and excites us as powerfully 
as the cleverest novel of the sen- 
sational school, with its inevitable 
murders and forgeries and double 
marriages—the appearance of a 
novel such as this is surely an event 
that it behoves us to examine close- 
ly as the curious literary phenome- 
non which it is. 

Mrs. Augustus Craven’s last work, 
Le Mot del Enigme, which, under the 
title of The Veil Withdrawn, ap- 
peared in THe Caruoitic Worip 
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simultaneously with its issue in the 
Correspondant of Paris, is known to 
most of the readers of the present 
article, but we would ask them if, 
when enjoying its persual, they have 
sometimes stopped to consider what 
a genuine achievement the book 
was, and how pregnant with promise 
for the lighter Catholic literature of 
the future? Any book by the au- 
thor of the Récit dune Saeur is sure 
to command a wide audience in Eu- 
rope and America among readers 
of different languages and creeds; 
but there are reasons why Zhe Veil 
Withdrawn should meet with a spe- 
cially triumphant welcome from us 
Catholics, for it is in truth a triumph 
over prejudices whose narrow and ty- 
rannical rule have hitherto been fatal 
to Catholic fiction. The Récit d'une 
Seur, the peerless story that stands 
unrivalled amidst the literature of 
the world, taught many lessons to 
our day, but no one, perhaps, more 
important, considering its possible 
results, than that which it conveyed 
to Catholic writers—namely, that re- 
ligion, in its most ardent form and 
its most rigid application, is com- 
patible with the tenderest romance ; 
that human hearts and imaginations, 
far from being chilled or fettered by 
the sublime truths of the faith, are 
kindled and enlarged by their influ- 
ence; that human passions come 
into play as powerfully in souls ruled 
by the divine law as in those that 
reject and defy it, the only differ- 
ence being that to the former they 
are weapons used in noble warfare, 
servants and auxiliaries, whereas to 
the others they are tyrants that 
strike only é0 destroy. The loves of 
Alexandrine and Albert revealed this 
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secret to the world, and this alone 
would have sufficed to immortalize 
the Réit. No romance ever reached 
the skyey heights to which these lov- 
ers soared; and yet, while their 
hearts sang their sweet love-song to- 
gether, their souls were fixed on God, 
dreaming of heaven, where their love 
was to find its perfect consummation, 
scorning the pitiful meed of earthly 
happiness, unless it might lead them 
to the secure possession of the eter- 
nal bliss of which this was but the 
transient foretaste. “ Pour la vie, 
c'est trop court !’’* was Alexandrine’s 
reply when Albert asked her for the 
ring on which the words were gra- 
ven, Pour la vie! And such should 
be the motto of all love worthy of 
the name. 

This pure key-note is struck 
and sustained with a master-hand 
throughout the whole story of Zhe 

‘el Withdrawn, and the success 
with which the principle it enunci- 
ates has been forced into the service 
of art is the point which we would 
invite Catholic writers in all coun- 
tries to consider attentively. Our 
grand mistake, as a rule, is to as- 
sume that Catholic literature, in order 
to be true to its mission, must be con- 
stantly talking of holy things, bring- 
ing forward pious maxims and prac- 
tices ; that the heroes and heroines 
of its stories must be pious people, 
or else very wicked people whose 
final cause is the glorification of 
the pious ones who are to convert 
them; it must never deal openly 
with the great problems of life, never 
grapple with its deepest mysteries, 
never describe men and women as 
they ordinarily exist around us— 
human beings endowed at their 
birth with the fatal inheritance of 
Adam, with mighty capabilities for 
good and evil, with passions and in- 
stincts that have to work out their 


©“ For life, is too short !” 


159 


issue to ruin or to endless victory ; 
souls where all the forces.aye clash- 
ing in deadly and desperate strife— 
these things are forbidden ground 
to the Catholic novelist. He may 
tread timidly on the outskirts of the 
battle-field, but he must not ven- 
ture into the thick of the fight; he 
must not lift the veil and let us look 
upon the scene where this momen- 
tous combat is going forward, where 
nature and grace and all the allied 
enemies of the human heart are wrest- 
ling and striving in fierce war. 
These things would not be “ edify- 
ing”; they would not be fit reading 
for young girls ; they might put ideas 
into their heads and excite their 
imaginations. And why, we ask, is 
it invariably taken for granted that 
Catholic writers only write for young 
girls? Are there no Catholic men 
in the world? It might be urged, 
with better show of reason, that 
young girls are not obliged to read 
novels at all—stories, yes; but 
novels do not form any necessary 
part of their education. These are 
intended for men and women—peo- 
ple who have found out the “an- 
swer to the riddle,” learned some 
of the dark and painful lessons of 
life; who turn to the pages of a 
novel to find an hour’s harmless 
recreation, if nothing more, and to 
forget the dull round of care and 
vexing realities in the amusement or 
excitement of imaginary troubles 
and joys. We are far from saying 
that the novel has no higher pur- 
pose than this; but if it claimed no 
other, this, in itself, is a legitimate 
one. Human nature must have re- 
laxation. The most ascetic saints 
sought recreation of some kind 
from the strain of work and con- 
templation. Still more must ordi- 
nary mortals seek it; and as novel- 
reading has become one of the 
easiest and most popular forms of 
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mental diversion, it is of the highest 
importance that it should be of 
good and wholesome quality. Now, 
a novel is neither good nor whole- 
some when it ignores the canons of 
art, and eschews the true study of 
human nature, and confines itself to 
pretty commonplaces and pious al- 
jusions and exemplary sentiments 
exchanged between namby-pamby 
people who are represented as in a 
state of society which, practically, 
has no prototype in real life, where 
strong passions and confljcting in- 
terests and fierce temptations have 
no existence, but where all difficul- 
ties are adjusted by a pious sugges- 
tion offered at the right moment 
by a friend or a book. Grown- 
up men and women will not be put 
off with this sort of thing, be they 
ever such good Catholics; when 
they take up a novel, they do so for 
interest or amusement, and, for lack 
of better, they fall back on the real 
novels, sensational or otherwise. 
This is a lamentable state of 
things, and as fatal to Catholic wri- 
ters as to their readers. It is this 
false idea of the character and re- 
quirements of Catholic literature 
which has brought it to the low ebb 
at which it now is among English- 
speaking Catholics, in spite of the 
growing numbers of a cultivated 
and intelligent audience. Every 
one recognizes the fact, and many 
deplore it, but no one has the cour- 
age to attempt the remedy. It 
would require, indeed, something 
more than any effort of individual 
influence to break down the preju- 
dices and puerile traditions that 
fence in the authorized field of Ca- 
tholic fiction in the present day, 
and it is difficult to say which calls 
for strongest denunciation—the pro- 
hibition which excludes certain sub- 
jects, or the large license given to 
the use of others. The Catholic 
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novelist is forbidden to strike the 
deep, vibrating chords of nature and 
of souls, but he believes himself free 
tohandlethe most sacred subjects, to 
preach and moralize to the top of: 
his bent. It is hard to speak of this 
folly as dispassionately as we should 
wish; but looking at it with all 
possible indulgence, is there not 
something in the stupid conceit 
and self-complacent audacity of it 
that may justly rouse indignation ? 
We see grave men, who have gradu- 
ated in the schools, give up long 
years to the study of sacred science, 
in order that they may some day 
be competent to speak worthily on 
these high themes, that they may 
learn how to balance the relations 
of right and wrong, and define the 
limits of temptation and sin, of 
cause and effect; and when, with 
knowledge ripened by study and 
meditation, they venture to write, it 
is ina spirit of great reverence and 
in fear and trembling. On the other 
hand, we see incompetent laymen, 
young ladies and young gentlemen 
fresh from school, utterly inexperi- 
enced, but well supplied with the 
boldness of inexperience and in- 
competence, dipping a dainty pen 
into a silver inkstand and proceed- 
ing to discourse in a novel of pious 
subjects—of prayer, and temptation, 
and sacraments, and priests and the 
priestly character, and controversial 
subjects—as flippantly as they might 
discuss the merits of a new opera 
oranewcostume. And they fancy, 
forsooth, that this is doing good 
and giving edification! They im- 
agine that it is enough to mention 
sacred subjects and emit pious or 
quasi-pious sentiments in order to 
reach the human heart and strike 
the sursum corda on its springs! 
One could afford to laugh at the 
silly delusion, if the danger did not 
lie so close to the folly of it. A 
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moment’s reflection and a little 
humility would suffice to convince 
these well-meaning persons of their 
mistake. Many of them might 
really attain their end of edifying 
if they had only the sense to con- 
fine themselves within the range of 
their powers. If a beginner, or 
one endowed with a delicate sense 
of music but limited musical abili- 
ty, should attempt to perform one 
of Beethoven's glorious sonatas, he 
would only irritate us by spoiling 
the masterpiece ; but if the same per- 
son wisely contented himself with 
playing some simple air, he might 
afford genuine and unalloyed plea- 
sure, touching some chord of feel- 
ing in the listener’s heart, evoking, 
mayhap, sweet memories of child- 
hood, sacred and .ong forgotten. 
Few things provoke the disgust of 
an intelligent reader, pious or not, 
more than to come upon religious 
platitudes in a book ostensibly 


written to amuse ; and the prospect 
of meeting with this kind of thing 
at every page is sufficient to pre- 
judice him against a book which 
bears a Catholic name on the title- 


page. Even the name of a Catho- 
lic publisher brands it at first sight 
as “dull and silly.” Here, as else- 
where, the cause and effect react 
upon each other, and the puerile 
tone and absence of artistic treat- 
ment in the author, by failing to 
gain the favor and attention of the 
public, paralyzes the most energetic 
efforts of Catholic publishers, and 
those few Catholic writers who can 
command a wider audience are un- 
avoidably driven to the Protestant 
publishers in order to secure a 
hearing. 

Is it too much to say that a Cath- 
olic novelist who would successfully 
break through these narrow-minded 
and false theories, and courageous- 
ly inaugurate a new reign in Catho- 
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lic fiction, would be conferring a 
great benefit. on our generation? 
We claim for Mrs. Augustus Craven 
the merit of having achieved this 
feat. The mission which she be- 
gan in the Récit d'une Seur was suc- 
cessfully continued in Fileurange, 
and may be said to triumph com- 
pletely in Zhe Veil Withdrawn. 
Her last novel is a book which ap- 
peals as strongly to the interest of 
the unbeliever and the heretic as 
of the most fervent Catholic. The 
moral lesson it conveys may be ac- 
cepted or not, just as the reader 
pleases; it is there, brilliantly and 
powerfully delivered; but, like so 
many messages broadly written on 
the face of nature or faintly whis- 
pered to our hearts, we may heark- 
en or we may close our ears to it, 
as we choose; the story still remains 
one of enthralling interest, full of 
tenderest romance, of fiery passion, 
of picturesque description, of spark- 
ling repartee, of gay and pathetic 
and thrilling situations. With the 
skill of a real artist the author lifts 
the curtain and bids us look into the 
hearts of our fellow-creatures ; she 
touches the hidden springs, reveals 
the dubious motives, evil sometimes 
blending with good so closely that 
it requires the finest analysis. to dis- 
cern their true proportions,to decom- 
pose the elements, and show where 
and how far each in turn prevails. 
The two characters who stand 
out from the canvas as the leading 
figures in the picture are brought 
face to face in the most terrible 
conflict that human hearts can 
know. Ginevra—not a child, not a 
placid convent maiden suspecting 
no life beyond her “narrowing 
nunnery walls,” but a woman with a 
strong, impassioned soul—is first 
inebriated with the pure wine of 
permitted happiness; the cup is 
dashed from her, and she tries 





162 


to clutch it in defiance and de- 
spair. It eludes her still. She 
beholds her happiness wrecked, 
her life blighted, at the very outset. 
She does not take her rosary, and, 
with conventional propriety, accept 
the ruin of her young life with the 
resigned spirit and smiling counte- 
nance of a saint; far from it. The 
evil that is in her starts into 
activity and makes a fierce fight 
against her cruel lot. She plunges 
into the whirl of society, and tries 
to drown her misery in such conso- 
lations as excitement and gratified 
vanity can give. We follow her 
step by step in the perilous career, 
now trembling at her rashness, now 
rejoicing at her escape, but never, 
in the bottom of our hearts, believ- 
ing that she will prove unworthy 
of her nobler self. 

Let us glamce over the story, not 
to analyze its merits as a work of 
high art and moral philosophy, but 
simply to review it in the light of 
a novel characteristic of our times 
and full of the stir of nineteenth- 
century life. 

It opens at Messina, in an old 
palazzo, where Ginevra, blossoming 
out in her fifteenth summer, sits 
watching the sea through the half- 
closed. window, listening to the 
wave sobbing on the beach, uncon- 
scious and dreamy, but already vi- 
brating to the “low music of hu- 
manity” that stirs the unwakened 
pulses of her heart. She rivets 
our attention at the first glance as 
a creature whose beauty, sensitive- 
ness, and dormant energy of charac- 
ter contain all the elements of some 
high romance. The description of 
her home and its inmates forms a 
charming and animated picture. 
Fabrizio, the learned and somewhat 
austere father; Bianca, the mother, 
with her tenderly brooding love ; 
Livia, the sister, at first so misjudg- 
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ed, but destined to rise to such 
prestige amidst them all; Ottavia, 
the fussy, superstitious, devoted 
old nurse; Mario, the sombre and 
jealous-tempered brother—they all 
come before us with the reality of 
living characters whom we love, fear, 
or suspect as they gradually reveal 
themselves. The episode of the flow- 
er flung from the window in a mo- 
ment of frolic and girlish vanity, and 
which leaves so deep a mark on 
Ginevra’s life, is cleverly introduc- 
ed and prepares us for the retribu- 
tion which awaits the poor child’s 
innocent misdemeanor. Her life 
glides on peacefully in the old 
frescoed saloon, where she cons her 
book and tends her nightingales, 
until one day, while high perched 
on a stool, ministering to her sing- 
ing bird, the old majordomo flings 
the door wide open and in a sono- 
rous voice announces Swa eccellensa 
il Duca di Valenzano! Ginevra 
starts, and so does the reader; for 
he knows instinctively that this vis- 
itor is the fairy prince of the story, 
destined to make the golden-hair- 
ed maiden supremely happy or su- 
premely miserable. Ginevra’s con- 
fusion, at being discovered by this 
illustrious intruder in such an awk- 
ward attitude and so childishly 
engaged, i$ charmingly described. 
She knows not whether to be terrified 
or delighted when the handsome 
duke goes forward and assists her 
to descend from her aerial stand- 
point. But oid Don Fabrizio knows 
what to feel about it, and surveys 
the group in the embrasure of the 
window with a glance of stern dis- 
pleasure. This high-born client of 
his has nothing in common with 
Don Fabrizio’s daughter, and it is 
with undisguised reluctance that 
the proud lawyer obeys the duke’s 
request to introduce him to the 
signorina, 
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And now the story is fairly afloat, 
and we follow it with an interest 
that grows in proportion as the plot 
advafices, rising in dramatic power 
at every chapter. We know that 
Valenzano is not to be trusted, that 
he has in him all the elements of a 
faithless lover and a cruel husband; 
but we surrender ourselves all the 
same to the charm of his manner, 
his genius, his irresistible fascina- 
tions. The love-making is as warm 
as the author dares to make it in 
a country where the freedom of 
Anglo-Saxon courtship is unknown, 
and where the course of true love 
runs smoothly between the contract- 
ing families on one side and the 
family lawyerson the other. Ginevra 
goes forth to her new life with 
a mixture of delight and fear that 
are like the foreshadowing of the 
flickered destiny that awaits her, 
and Livia’s voice strikes like a note 
of painful warning in the concert 
of the family joy and triumph and 
congratulation, when she reminds 
Ginevra that “marriage is like 
déath ”"—a thing that we wait and 
watch for, but never know until we 
have passed the gates and it is too 
late to turn back. The description 
of the bridal festivities, when she 
goes home to her husband’s palace, 
and, worn out by the grandeur and 
the glare, takes refuge alone in the 
quiet starlight, and removes the 
circlet of glitter:ng jewels from her 
brow, that cannot bear the pressure 
any longer, presents one of those 
pictures of life in the great Italian 
world that Mrs. Craven excels in 
depicting. 

Life has now become like an en- 
chanted dream to Ginevra. But 
the first touch of the awakening 
reality is not long delayed. One 
night, when the moon was high in 
the blue heavens and flooding earth 
and sea with a mystic glory, Ginevra 
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and Lorenzo were sitting on the 
terrace, listening to the water lap- 
ping on the shore, to the nightin- 
gales trilling in the ilex groves; the 
young wife, hushed into silence by 
the ecstatic beauty of the scene, 
laid her hand upon her husband's 
arm and whispered to him, “ Let us 
lift up our hearts in prayer for one 
moment, and give thanks for all this 
beauty.” Lorenzo bent on her a 
look of tenderest love, and then 
murmured with a smile, as if an- 
swering the poetic folly of a child, 


** « Beatrice in suso, ed io in lei guardava.’* 


Thine eyes are my heaven, Ginevra. 
I feel no need to raise my own any 
higher.” A cold chill like the first 
suspicion of a great sorrow crept 
over the young wife. But Lorenzo 
quickly chased it away, and she tries 
to banish the memory of it. But 
we do not forget it. Slight as the 
incident is, it has all the import of 
the first growl of the distant thun- 
der, the small patch of cloud, “ no 
bigger than a man’s hand,” upon 
the summer sky, that are the cer- 
tain forerunners of the storm. 

But the storm will not burst just 
yet, and meantime we follow Gine- 
vra in her brilliant career, first tra- 
velling here and there with her hus- 
band, and finally enthroned as a 
queen in her delightful world at 
Napies. ‘The first thing that makes 
us tremble for her is Lorenzo’s 
startled exclamation of anger—was 
it?—-when he comes upon Donna 
Faustina’s card amongst those that 
are left at the young duchess’ door, 
and the latter, in surprise, asks what 
it méans. He turns it off adroitly, 
and Ginevra dismisses it from her 
mind. ‘The interval that follows is 
bright with incident and pictures of 
society in Naples and in Paris. We 
* ‘* Beatrice gazed upwards, and I on her did gaze.” 

—DanrTE. 
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see Lorenzo at work in his studio, 
where Ginevra sits to him as a mo- 
del for his Vestal, and. where his 
rapturous admiration of her beauty 
makes her recoil instinctively as 
from a homage unworthy of her, 
too much “of the earth earthly.” 
And yet this husband, who is almost 
an unbeliever, who smiles with in- 
dulgent fondness on his wife’s ardent 
piety, is glad enough that she should 
have religion to guard her from the 
perils that beset her on all sides; 
he recognizes the power and utility 
of her faith, and is careful not toshock 
it or to let her see how little he 
really shares it. Lando, the cousin 
and boon companion of the duke, 
now comes upon the scene, and for 
a time we side with Ginevra in her 
dislike and suspicion of him; but 
soon we find out our mistake, and 
acknowledge that, in spite of his 
loose principles and wild ways, he 
is kind-hearted and a stanch and 
loyal friend to Ginevra. He does his 
best to save both her and Lorenzo, 
though to the last he is unable to 
understand why any woman in her 
right mind should care so much 
more for her husband’s love than for 
his fortune, and why the ruin of 
the latter should be as nothing to her 
compared to even a passing breach 
in the former. The scene at the con- 
cert, where she first detects Lorenzo 
at a card-table, and it breaks upon 
her that her husband is a gambler, 
is finely introduced, and the con- 
versation of Lando with the terri- 
fied young wife is admirably drawn. 
But we know that the real crisis in 
her peace and happiness has yet to 
come, and we hurry on till Donna 
Faustina enters. Lorenzo disarms 
us, and almost gains our sympathy 
for this evil genius of Ginevra, by the 
frankness with which he tells her 
story to the latter; but the rela- 
tions between all three, as he now 


. A French Novel. 


tries to establish them, are radically 
false, and it requires no prophetic 
eye to foresee how they must end. 
What barrier have either Faustina 
or Lorenzo to stem the torrent of 
passion when it breaks loose—out- 
raged love and desire of revenge 
on her side, and on his the embers 
of a love that he fancies dead, but 
which it only needs the vanity of 
his own undisciplined nature and 
the spell of her guilty passion to 
fan into a livelier flame than ever? 
While the storm is rapidly rising in 
this direction, Gilbert de Kergy 
crosses Ginevra’s path; but she is 
yet far from suspecting that he is 
the messenger of fate to her, the 
one who is to exercise a supreme 
influence in her life and call out 
its energies in her soul’s defence 
with a courage that till now has 
never been demanded of her. We 
know how the battle is sure to go 
with Ginevra, as we foresee the issue 
with Lorenzo and Faustina. We 
see the force that will ensure the 
victory in the one case, just as we 
see how the want of it must lead‘ to 
slavery and surrender in the other. 
And here again the skill and power 
of the author triumph and afford a 
striking contrast to the old system 
we have denounced. She never 
moralizes, or reminds us that Lo- 
renzo, being a bad Christian, who 
never goes to Mass or the sacra- 
ments, is certain to fall, and that 
Ginevra, in spite of passions that 
sway her heart with such relentless 
power, will come safe out of it 
because of that restraining force 
which, like a mysterious presence, 
rules her even when she is uncon- 
scious of it—the author does not 
say these things; she proves them 
by making her characters demon- 
strate their truth and act out their 
conclusions. We will quote the 
passage where Gilbert and Ginevra 











part, only to meet again in those 
sweet and tempting days at Naples. 
Gilbert has been lecturing on his 
travels with an eloquence that car- 
ried away his hearers. Then Gi- 
nevra says : 


“I remained seated near the mantel- 
piece, and fell into a dreamy silence, 
while Diana sat down to the piano. She 
began to execute, with consummate art, 
a nocturne of Chopin's, which sounded to 
me like the expression, the very language, 
of my own thoughts, . . . I woke 
up from my reverie with a strange thrill, 
and blushed to the very roots of my hair ; 
for in lifting my eyes I met those of 
Gilbert fixed upon me, and mine were full 
of tears. I brushed them away quick- 
ly, and muttered something about the 
effect Chopin’s music always had on my 
nerves, and then rose and drew near to 
the piano, where Diana continued to 
pass her hands in rapid changes over the 
keys. . . Gilbert remained silent 
and pensive in the place where I had 
left him, follewing me with his eyes, and 
perhaps trying to guess the real cause 
of my emotion. . When the time 
had come for me to go, and Mme. de 
Kergy clasped me to her heart, I no 
longer strove to repress my tears. . . . 
Gilbert gave me his arm and conducted 
me to my carriage without speaking. 
As I was entering it, he said in a voice 
that faltered slightly : 

“*Those whom you are leaving are 

teatly to be pitied, madam,’ 

“*T am still more to be pitied, I re- 
plied, and my tears flowed freely. 

“He was silent for a moment, and 
then he said : 

“* As forme, I have the hope of seeing 
you again; for 1 shall come to Naples, 

if 1 dare.’ 

“* And why should you not dare? You 
will be received and welcomed as a 
friend.’ 

“He made no reply, but when he had 
placed me in the carriage, and I held 
out my hand to him to say adieu, he 
nurmured in a low voice : Au revoir ['” 


And he keeps his word. He 
goes to Naples and meets Ginevra 
at a ball, whither she has rush- 
ed, half mad with despair and 
jealousy, reckless of everything 
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resolved to drown the anguish of 
her heart in the intoxication of 
gayety and the adulation of the 
world, that until now she had care- 
lessly despised. It was the night 
after the masked ball at the Festina, 
where, on the impulse of the mo- 
ment, she and her beautiful friend 
Stella went as dominos to join in 
the fun and mystify their friends a 
little. Ginevra recognized Loren- 
zo’s stately figure the moment she 
entered the ball-room, and, terri- 
fied at finding herself alone in the 
crowd, seized hold of his arm, 
clinging to him in silence. Loren- 
zo, deceived by the color of her 
domino, mistakes her for Faustina, 
whom he is expecting: He stoops 
low and whispers a tender welcome 
in her ear. Ginevra, with a stifled 
cry, starts from him and rushes 
frantically from the scene. The 
next night, with the delirium of 
this discovery upon her, she goes 
forth in her loveliest attire to 
dispute the palm of beauty with the 
rest. 


“ Thad my diamondsand pearls brought 
out, and I gave precise directions as to 
how I intended to wear them ; this done, 
long before the time came I began my 
toilet and spent an endless time over it. 
So many women seem to take pleasure in 
making a triumphant entry into a ball- 
room, I said to myself, and in being flat- 
tered and admired, why should I not 
taste of this pleasure as well as they? I 
am beautiful, I know that—very beautiful 
even. Why should I not attract and in- 
dulge my vanity and coquetry like other 
women ?” 


And she doés attract, and her 
vanity is satisfied to overflowing. 
Her beauty and the dazzling splen- 
dor of her jewels create a perfect 
furore the moment she appears. 
She announces her intention of 
dancing, and the noblest cavaliers 
in the room are at her feet in a mo- 
ment, quarrelling for the honor of 
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her hand, Never was the triumph 
of a coquette more complete than 
Ginevra’s. Her youth and its in- 
stinctive love of pleasure vindicat- 
ed themselves for a time, and she 
enjoyed her success to the full; but 
as the night wore on nobler in- 
stincts asserted themselves, wor- 
thier voices made themselves heard 
above the din of this ardent and 
puerile vanity, and Ginevra feels the 
cold chill of remorse stealing over 
her; a sense of vague misfortune 
takes possession of her and stills 
her feverish gayety like a touch of 
ice. Her last partner ieads her to 
her seat, and she sinks into it ex- 
hausted and miserable. 


“At the same moment,” she says, “ I 
heard near me a voice well known though 
well-nigh forgotten—a voice at once calm, 
strong, and sweet, but which now sound- 
ed slightly sarcastic. ‘ Although I can- 
not aspire to the honor of dancing with 
the Duchess de Valenzano, may I hope 
that she will deign to recognize me?’ 

‘“‘[ turned around quickly. The speaker 
who stood there and thus addressed me 
was Gilbert de Kergy.” 


The ordinary French novelist had 
here a fine opportunity for bringing 
matters to a crisis between Ginevra 
and Gilbert; but the present author 
uses it differently. Gilbert does 
not take advantage of the tempo- 
rary madness of Ginevra to gain 
influence over her and beguile her 
from her allegiance to Lorenzo, 
faithless and cruelas he is. Gilbert 
is far too noble for this, and his first 
feeling, on beholding his ideal in 
this dangerous and unworthy at- 
mosphere, is one of censure and 
poignant regret. Neither he nor 
Ginevra is of the conventional 
type of defaulters; both are good, 
high-principled, and brave ; they are 
both practical Christians, and the 
idea of betraying their duty to God 
and to their own honor would have 


A French Novel. 


revolted them had it presented itself 
in its naked horror. But it did not. 
The approach was gradual, imper- 
ceptible. And here we have a great 
truth illustrated—one which it is 
customary in Catholic authors to ig- 
nore practically, if not theoretically : 
The possession of the faith and the 
practice of religion do not act as 
opiates on human beings, deadening 
their hearts and annihilating nature, 
and lifting them to a secure region 
where the great temptations of life 
cannot reach them, or where, if they 
do, they glide off harmless as ar- 
rows glance from the steel cuirass 
of the soldier. Ginevra is pure and 
true as ever woman was who vowed 
at the altar “that most solemn vow 
that awoman can utter’’; she was, 
moreover, genuinely pious, Gilbert 
was the very ideal of manly chivalry 
and honor and goodness, an accom- 
plished type of the Christian gentle- 
man; but neither he nor she was 
fireproof when the time of trialcame. 
He loved Ginevra before he knew it ; 
and she, forsaken, humiliated, stung 
in her love and her wifely pride, is 
thrown into his constant compan- 
ionship, not by her seeking, but 
through one of those accidents to 
which women of her class and cir- 
cumstances are liable every day. 
She is grateful for Gilbert’s brother- 
ly regard, she admires his noble life 
and his sentiments, so true, so differ- 
ent from those of other men; she is 
grateful to him for the frank rebuke 
which he spoke out at the ball 
when she was drifting she knew not 
whither. Step by step the friend- 
ship grows to a tenderer feeling, and 
at last culminates in a love whose 
depth and power Ginevra does not 
even suspect, so gradual has been 
its development. We tremble for 
her; but even when we see her tot- 
tering blindfold on the edge of the 
abyss, we feel certain she will never 
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take the fatal plunge. All this is 
depicted with infinite delicacy and 
rare psychological skill. 

Livia now reappears upon the 
scene as one of the visible forces 
that are guarding Ginevra along the 
slippery road. Livia is one of the 
most striking and carefully drawn of 
the subordinate characters. It is 
worth mentioning ez passant that 
here, as elsewhere, Mrs. Craven 
breaks boldly through the time- 
honored traditions of the Catholic 
novelist. The holier and more 
spiritual-minded her dramatis perso- 
n@, the brighter, more sympathetic 
and accessible they are. Stella, the 
heroic friend in days of sorrow, 
so gifted, so beautiful, so untainted 
with the spirit of the world where 
she lives and moves—Stella has the 
high animal spirits of a school-girl, 
the glad heart—/e sang joyeux, as she 
herself calls it—of a happy child. 
Livia, who in her father’s home was 
pensive almost to melancholy, the 
moment she embraces the austere 
rule of the cloister, spending her 
days in the contemplation of heaven- 
ly things, grows as merry as a lark. 
Joy is henceforth the keynote and 
regulator of her life; we have no 
trace of the downcast face and 
solemn, mournful voice that have 
hitherto been characteristic of 
pious people in novels. No one 
pulls long faces here, or whines or 
sighs, except it may be those who 
have forsaken the fountain where 
true joy has its spring, to drink of 
the poisoned waters of this world’s 
pleasures, of sin, ambition, or folly. 
How winning, too, is Livia’s tender 
interest in the gay life of her bril- 
liant young sister! She has not 
closed her heart against the actors 
on the world’s stage outside her 
convent gates, but keeps her sym- 
pathies wide open to all life and all 
humanity beyond them. 


things in presence of these bars 
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“*Gina mia, you don’t tell me every- 
thing,’ she says one day that Ginevra is 
conversing with her through the grating, 
‘Is it that you think I take no interest in 
your life now ?’ 

“*Tt is not only that, Livia, but it is 
difficult to talk about such trivial, foolish 
and 
looking at you as you stand behind 
them.’ 

‘** Nay, it is always good for me to hear 
you and for you to talk to me,’ replied 
Livia. ‘It is true that when Aunt Clelia 
comes here with her daughters, I put on 
a severe countenance now and then, and 
tell them pretty plainly what I think of 
the world; . . . but I must say that my 
aunt bears me no ‘malice for it, for she 
counts on my vocation to get good hus- 
bands for Mariuccia and Teresina... . 
She does not look upon me as “ jettatvice”’ 
atall now, I can tell you !’ 

“ She laughed so merrily as she spoke 
that I could not help exclaiming with 
envy and surprise : 

“* Livia, how happy you are to be so 
gay!” 

The sense of humor, so essential 
to preserve the balance in true men- 
tal power, is not wanting in this 
story. Donna Clelia is lightly and 
brightly touched. She is everywhere 
true to herself; self-important, sil- 
ly, and good-natured, she and her 
daughters are redeemed from hope- 
less vulgarity as much by their 
naiveté and naturalness as by the 
sheer inability of the author to de- 
pict vulgarity—a fact which we no- 
tice without comment, leaving our 
readers to decide whether it be a 
merit or a fault. Donna Clelia’s 
intense satisfaction at being able to 
parade “my niece, the duchess” is 
one of those touches that throw a 
character into striking relief. Her 
enthusiasm for the “view” from 
the daronessa’s house, where “ not a 
donkey-boy, nor a cart, nor a horse, 
nor a man, nor a woman could pass 
in the narrow street but you saw 
them so plainly you could tell the 
pattern of their clothes,” gives us 
the measure of her artistic percep- 
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tions, while her raptures over the 
situation “ with the church on one 
side and the new theatre on the 
other . . . figurateir! so that the 
baronessa can let herself into the 
church on the right, and through a 
passage into her box in the theatre 
on the left,” is equally characteris- 
tic of the manners and minds of 
the society around her. The de- 
scription of the splendid pageant of 
the Carnival, passing under Donna 
Clelia’s balcony, is as spirited a bit 
of picturesque writing as we have 
come upon for a long time. But 
we hurry on through these gay and 
vivid scenes, impatient for the crisis 
that is at hand between Gilbert and 
Ginevra. Nothing, so far, had pre- 
pared our heroine for its approach. 


‘‘ Apparently,” says Ginevra, “and in 
reality, our intercourse was precisely 
what it had always been; every word he 
said to me might have been said before 
the whole world. I felt, it is true, that 
he spoke to me as he did not speak to 
any one else, and I, on my side, spoke to 
no one as [did to him. Wewere seldom 
alone, but every evening, in the drawing- 
room or on the terrace, he managed to 
converse with me for a moment or two 
when no one was by. He did not dis- 
guise from me that these stolen moments 
were to him the most enjoyable of the 
evening, and I knew they were the same 
tome. From time to time something in- 
definable in his voice, in his glance, even 
in his silence, made me shudder as at 
some threat of danger. But as he had 
never swerved by so much as a word 
from the position he had assumed towards 
me—that of a friend—my slumbering 
conscience did not awake !’ 


The awakening, however, came at 


last. The immediate occasion of it 
was an eruption of Vesuvius, which 
is described with a dramatic power 
worthy, if possible, of the sublime 
and terrible subject. The mountain 
is on fire; the lava streams forth 
from a rent in its side, and, strong 
and pitiless as fate, flows on over 


A French Novel. 


vineyards ana villages and siniling 
gardens, spreading desolation before 
it. Ginevra, with a large party of 
friends, goes out to witness the mag- 
nificent spectacle from a safe emi- 
nence. She and Gilbert are thrown 
together and climb to the top of a 
hillock overlooking the scene of the 
conflagration. The flames rose on 
all sides as in some vengeful apoca- 
lypse, high, fantastic, awful. Ginev- 
ra could not take away her eyes from 
the sight, but gazed on it as on some 
mysterious apparition that held her 
spell-bound. At last she exclaimed : 


“«This is truly Ja citta dolente! We 
have before our eyes a faithful picture of 
the last day !’ 

“Gilbert did not answer. He was a 
prey to some emotion more poignant 
than mine, and, in glancing towards him 
in the lurid glare of the fire, I was fright- 
ened by the change in his features ana 
their strange expression. ‘Would to 
heaven,’ he muttered at last, ‘that it 
were so in reality, and that the last day 
were come for me! Yes, I wish I could 
die here, on this spot, near you and wor- 
thy of you!’ 

“In spite of the appalling scene around 
us, in spite of the roar of the detonations 
thundering above the dul] noise of the 
lava, the accent of his voice struck upon 
my ear, and his words made my heart 
leap up with an emotion mingled with 
terror. 

“* You are growing giddy,’ I said, and 
my voice trembled. ‘Take care; the ef- 
fect of looking long at this is sometimes 
to draw one on to the abyss.’ 

“* Yes, Donna Ginevra,’ he replied in 
the same strange tone, ‘ you are right; I 
am giddy and I am walking on to the 
abyss. I know it. I exposed myself 
rashly; I presumed too much on my 
strength.’ 

“The look which he fixed upon me in 
pronouncing these words gave them a 
meaning which it was impossible to mis- 
understand. It was no longer Gilbert 
who was speaking to me; it was no long- 
er the man to whom I fancied I had 
granted only the safe privileges of a 
friend. The bandage which I had wil- 
fully placed upon my eyes fell off in an 
instant, and, inthe sudden emotion which 
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followed, the sight of the roaring flames 
that ‘encircled us, the certain peril to 
which one step further would lead us, 
appeared to me as the exact representa- 
tion of the danger to which I had madly 
exposed my honor and my soul! For 


one moment I covered my face with my 
hands, not daring to utter a word. At 
last I said in a voice of supplication : 
““*Monsieur de Kergy, cease to look 
upon the fire that surrounds us ; lift up 
your head and see how, far above this 
the night is calm and _beauti- 


hell, 
ful ! ay. 
Gilbert’s eyes followed mine and re- 
mained for some time fixed upon the 
peaceful stars, that seemed, indeed, as far 
away from the terrible convulsion of na- 
ture as from that which was agitating our 
souls. Mine felt the need of a mighty 
help, and I murmured in a low voice, 
and with a fervor which had long been 
alsent from my prayers: ‘O my God! 
hive pity upon me.’ A long silence 
ensued, and then Gilbert said in a voice 
that was low and tremulous: 

“*Will you forgive me,madame? Will 
you trust yourself to me to lead you 
from this place ?” 

“*Ves, I will trust you,’ I replied. 
‘But let us make haste to leave it, for it 
is dangerous... .” 

“*Do not fear,’ he said in a tone that 
had resumed its wontced calmness ; ‘ we 
must make haste, but the only danger 
would be if you were to become fright- 
ened, Give me your hand.’ ~ 

“ He would have taken it, but I hesitat- 
ed and made an involuntary movement, 
as if I meant to descend without his 
help. 

“*In the name of Heaven,” he said 
quickly, and trembling with agitation, 
‘don’t refuse my assistance in this ex- 
tremity! You cannot do without it; 
you must give me your hand!’ 

“‘ His vcice was now almost imperious ; 
I gave him my hand, and, grasping his 
arm firmly with the other, we descended 
the hill slowly together.” 


3ut although this first victory is 
the sure guarantee of the ultimate 
one, Ginevra has a fierce battle yet 
to fight. Perhaps it will be better 
that our cursory notice of the story 
should, however, end here, and that 
we should leave our readers to dis- 
cover the sequel for themselves: 
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how the same strong hand which 
held Ginevra safe on the brink of 
the precipice led her faithfully 
through the peril, and brought her 
back, not only to the inward peace 
which follows every generous re- 
nunciation, every conquest over 
self, but how it finally won back 
her husband’s love, crowning them 
both with a joy such as they had 
never known in the days of their 
early happiness. The fitness of 
Lorenzo’s punishment, the wreck 
of his fortune through one passion 
and the vengeance brought upon 
his selfish pride by the other, is 
worked out with a constructive art 
of no mean ord@r. The minor 
characters and their parts are care- 
fully finished and satisfactorily dis- 
posed of. Livia to the last shines 
like a sweet, pure star above the 
horizon of Ginevra’s stormy life, 
pointing onwards and upwards with 
faithful hand, never too strong for 
pity or too far removed for sym- 
pathy, sorrowing with those who 
mourn, rejoicing with those who re- 
joice. Her interview with Ginevra 
after the fearful ordeal through 
which the latter has passed, when 
she comes like one who has been 
“saved, but through fire,” to seek 
consolation in the peaceful atmo- 
sphere of the convent, rises to a 
high degree of power. We are 
strongly tempted to quote the scene 
between Padre Egidio and Ginevra, - 
but it is almost too sacred to be 
made matter of critical comment, 
and would lose, moreover, much in 
effect by being detached from the 
complete frame, and especially from 
the crucial experiences which pre- 
pared Ginevra’s soul for that touch 
of the divine hand which healed 
and strengthened and uplifted her in 
one instant. Such an episode can 
only be appreciated in its proper 
place as part of a whole which 
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justifies and glorifies it. The close 
of the story is full of deep pathos. 
It is significant that this novel, 
which is recognized as the herald 
of a new era in Catholic literature, 
should have made its appearance at 
the same time in France and in 
America. May we not venture to 


infer from the coincidence that 
America, in harmony with sound 
Catholic teaching, placing greater 
confidence in human nature, may 
aid in redeeming Catholic English 
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fiction, and prove to the world that 
the faith does not paralyze the im- 
agination, but elevates it; leaving 
the novelist at liberty to deal with 
the deepest problems of life, to 
disport himself freely in the wide 
realms of fancy, nature, and the 
world, and, guided and enlightened 
by the Spirit of truth, to grasp with 
a firm hand and turn to the best 
account all those things that come 
within the scope and province of 
art? 





CHARITAS PIRKHEIMER.* 


“Good and evil fortune are to a brave man as his right hand and his left: he uses either equally 


well.” —Saying of S. Catherine of Sienna, 


CHARITAS PIRKHEIMER, the eldest 
daughter of John Pirkheimer and 
Barbara Léffelholz, was born on the 
21st of March, 1466. Her family 
was a distinguished one in the an- 
nals of Nuremberg, her native town, 
one of those old free cities of Ger- 
many whose burghers, as A®neas 
Sylvius, afterwards Pope Pius IL., 
once said, were better lodged and 
more daintily fed than the kings of 
Scotland. Among the citizens of 
Nuremberg there was a kind of 
prescriptive aristocracy or patrici- 
ate composed of those families 
technically called “ Rathsfahig”— 


* Charitas Pirkheimer, Abbess of St. Clare at 
Nuremberg. By Franz Binder. Herder, Freiburg 
im Kreisgau. The biographer, Franz Binder, has 
compiled the life of Charitas, which we have con- 
densed in the present article, from trustworthy 
sources, the principal ones being the Works of 
Wilibald Pirkhetmer, in Latin, published at 
Frankfort in 1610; MS. letters of the Pirkheimer 
family preserved in the town library at Nuremberg ; 
Charitas’ own diary. published at Kamberg in 1852; 
Dr. Lochner’s Bi.graphy of Celebrated Nurem- 
bergers, published in 1861; and other less important 
and shorter works in which passing reference is 
made to the events of Charitas’ life. 


that is, capable of being elected 
members of. the ruling body or 
council of the little republic. Of 
those whose names occur again and 
again in this history one of the 
most ancient was that of the Pirk- 
heimer, who, for at least a hundred 
and fifty years before the birth of 
Charitas, had been celebrated for 
their learning, piety, and statesman- 
ship. Upright and honorable in 
their private life, as well as in the 
execution of their public trusts, they 
were looked up to by all, and their 
women no less than their men were 
distinguished for strength of char- 
acter, love of learning, and solid, 
enlightened piety. 

Nuremberg was at that time a 
centre of art and letters. Her 
youths went to Italy and studied at 
the old universities of Padua and 
Bologna, whence they brought back 
the prevailing enthusiasm for classi- 
cal lore ; the new art of printing had 
found in her citizens discerning 
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patrons ; the streets were full of the 
beautiful houses of the rich mer- 
chants; churches and monasteries 
adorned with treasures of sacred 
art abounded, as even to this day 
the passing tourist can see; Albert 
Diirer, Adam Krafft, and Peter Vis- 
cher made their native city known 
far and wide in the world of art; 
while Regiomontanus drew his as- 
tronomical instruments from Nu- 
remberg and published his works 
there, and his disciple, Martin Be- 
haim, a Nuremberger by birth, dis- 
covered the sea-route to the East 
Indies. Literature was even more 
firmly established, and John Pirk- 
heimer himself instituted a sort of 
academy after the model of those 
of the Italian princes. Wilibald, 
his only son and the last of his 
name, continued his work and be- 
came famous as the friend or patron 
of nearly all the renowned men of 
learning of his time. 

Among these refining influences 
Charitas grew up, and early showed 
her enthusiasm for “ polite ” studies. 
The historians of Nuremberg, Liit- 
zelberger and Dr. Lochner,’ both 
Protestants, have left high testimony 
of the breadth of her intellect and 
the great consideration in which 
she was held by men of all parties. 
The latter calls her “a gifted, en- 
lightened, pious, and prudent wo- 
man, who has conferred lasting 
honor on the Convent of St. Clare,” 
and who “deserves a high degree 
of respect for the firmness and dig- 
nity with which she withstood the 
storm of the Reformation, which to 
her and her community was a sor- 
rowful event.” Liitzelberger, in a 
lecture delivered at Nuremberg, 
said to his Protestant audience: 


“The Reformation was a deep grief to 
her pious heart, accustomed as it was to 
the gentle amenities of convent life, and, 
if we would judge her aright, we must 
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put ourselves entirely in her circumstan- 
ces. But this done, she will appear to 
us peculiarly. worthy of respect and con- 
sideration as a gifted and conscientious 
opponent of the new religion. . . . Both 
by speech and in writing did she oppose 
all attempts to convert her ; and even if 
we differ from her, we cannot but admire 
her earnest conviction, her prudence and 
understanding, and especially the pa- 
tience which she added to her other 
virtues.” 


Her father, Jolfn, was at the time 
of her birth a doctor of civil law 
(the degree had been conferred at 
the University of Padua), and was 
shortly after called to the service of 
the Bishop of Eichstadt, William of 
Reichenau, as counsellor, in which 
capacity he also for some years 
served the Duke of Bavaria and the 
Archduke of Austria at their respec- 
tive courts at Munich and Inns- 
briick. He was also often sent as 
envoy and representative to other 
courts, after which services he re- 
turned to his native city and died 
there,a member of the council. Of 
his seven daughters only one mar- 
ried—Juliana, the youngest ; the rest 
all took the veil. Charitas and 
Clara were joined in a lifelong 
friendship in the Convent of St. 
Clare in Nuremberg. By all ac- 
counts the former seems to have 
entered the convent at the age of 
twelve, whether as a novice or.a 
scholar we are not told. The con- 
vent had existed as a Clarist institu- 
tion for two hundred years, when 
some nuns of SSflingen, near Ulm, 
had introduced the Franciscan rule ; 
but the building, which was several 
centuries old, had been tenanted 
before by a community of Sisters of 
St. Mary Magdalen. All the nuns, 
with very few exceptions, were Nu- 
rembergers by birth and descent 
(this was a condition of their ad- 
mittance); and as each generation 
of every illustrious family was re- 
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presented by one or two members, 
the convent had become peculiarly 
a cherished local institution, whose 
welfare was closely connected with 
that of the town. One of the coun- 
cil was charged with its temporal 
concerns, and gifts and bequests 
were often made to it by the citi- 
zens. It was also the school where 
the young girls of patrician family 
were mostly educated. 

A model of strict observance and 
reformed rule, it was under the 
spiritual direction of the barefoot- 
ed Franciscans, who, in the middle 
of the fifteenth century, under the 
protection of Pope Eugenius IV., 
had, in a time when discipline was 
relaxed in many of the houses of 
their order, taken up their abode in 
Nuremberg and put things upon the 
old ascetic footing ruled by the 
great reforming saint, Francis of 
Assisi. 

Apollonia Tucher was Charitas’ 
best and dearest friend. They 
lived together more than fifty years, 
and died within a few months of 
each other. Through her Charitas 
also learnt to know and appreciate 
Sixtus Tucher, her cousin, the pro- 
vost of St. Lawrence, also a promi- 
nent man in those days. Apollonia 
was at that time prioress and Chari- 
tas a teacher in the convent school. 
The provost kept up a regular cor- 
respondence with the two nuns, of 
which unfortunately one part has 
been lost; but all Azs letters are pre- 
served, and were first translated into 
German by his nephew, Christopher 
Scheurl, and dedicated to a succes- 
sor of his at St. Lawrence—Provost 
George Behaim. His advice to 
Charitas and her friend was a great 
boon, and now and then he would 
send little presents, such as gilt 
lanterns for the church, which he 
always accompanied by some sym- 
bolical warning. Among other 
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things, he once reminded them 
that the convent life alone was not 
enough tosavetheir souls. “ There 
is no other way to deserve the eter- 
nal Fatherland,” he says, “but by in- 
dustriously keeping all God’s com- 
mandments.” He also furnished 
them with books, a Commentary on 
the Liturgical Hymns and Sequences, 
1494, and 1506, and the Discourse 
of St. Augustine on the Siege of Hippo. 
This was sent apropos of a siege in 
1502 which Nuremberg suffered at 
the hands of the Margrave Casimir, 
and during which three hundred 
brave and noted burghers, all heads 
of families, lost their lives. On the 
occasion of her father’s death, in 
1501, he writes to Charitas : 


‘‘ Therefore we must not sorrow when 
a man has deserved to return from a 
strange land to his own country, from an 
inn to his own house, from work to rest, 
from death to life, from time to eternity, 
and especially when he has, by a blessed 
exchange, accumulated many good works; 
for we are all like unto merchants sent 
into this pilgrimage of earth, that with 
temporal goods we may buy and win 
eternal life.” 

This learned and holy man died 
at the age of forty-six, in 1507, but 
not before he had seen his friend 
Charitas chosen abbess of St. Clare. 
She was only thirty-eight, but her 
strength of character made the 
choice unanimous; and if the nuns 
could have foreseen what a stormy 
time they would soon have to tide 
over, they would have congratulated 
themselves still more on their good 
sense in electing her. From hence- 
forth she was the heart and soul of 
the convent: the nuns looked to 
her for advice, support, and comfort ; 
the council saw in her a distinguish- 
ed, learned, and enlightened coun- 
trywoman, the example not only 
of her own community, but of those 
in the neighborhood who followed 
her lead. One of the first events 
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that marked her rule was the attack 
of the plague which visited Nurem- 
berg in 1505 and laid low one of 
her own spiritual family. She in- 
sisted upon nursing the sick nun, 
notwithstanding the remonstrances 
of her anxious sisters, and was re- 
warded by the recovery of the pa- 
tient. In those years of peace and 
prosperity the convent fully vindi- 
cated its claim to being a house of 
happy labor. Besides the instruc- 
tion given to the young girls of the 
city, the nuns were occapied in va- 
rious artistic works, such as illumi- 
nation, copying, and embroidery. 
Their particular industry was the 
manufacture of carpets and tapes- 
tries for hangings. They fulfilled 
orders for public and civic buildings, 
as well as for private families, and 
once the town council gave the 
imperial regalia into their hands 
‘or putting in order for the coro- 
nation of Charles V. at Aix-la-~-Cha- 
Nuremberg had the care of 


pelle. 
these venerated garments, and was 
jealous of its reputation; so that 
the nuns felt a high responsibility 
in being allowed to handle and re- 


pair such treasures. They care- 
fully mended and re-embroidered 
the white dalmatic, and lined other 
pieces of the imperial dress, until 
they were fit to do honor to the care 
of the city of Nuremberg. The 
convent had also a library of some 
note for that time, the Scriptures 
and the fathers of the church 
forming the principal part of it. 
Charitas’ favorite among the latter 
was St. Jerome. She was solicitous 
concerning the daily reading of the 
Scriptures, both in Latin and in 
German, which was done in com 
mon as well as in private—a fact 
which she brought to her own de- 
fence in the evil days that follow- 
ed. She might truly say that she 
stood on evangelical ground ; for, as 
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she wrote to the learned but scarcely 
Christian Celtes, she saw in Scrip- 
ture the “ field of the Lord, whence 
learning must draw the kernel from 
the shell, the spirit from the letter, 
oil from the rock, and blossoms from 
the thorn.” 

She had much to do also to man- 
age the temporal concerns of her 
house. The town demanded a 
yearly account of her stewardship; 
and in every report made by the 
council on her administration there 
is nothing but praise and recogni- 
tion of her business talents. She 
corresponded with a circle of letter- 
ed friends whom she knew through 
her brother Wilibald, and these lit- 
erary friendships form one of the 
most interesting phases df her“ life. 
Conspicuous among her friends was * 
her brother himself, the friend of * 
Albert Diirer, who has left us a por- 
trait of him, the correspondent of 
Erasmus, the polished man of let- 
ters, the scholar of two Italian uni- 
versities, for some time the head of 
the council of the republic, and the 
leader of the Nuremberg contingent 
in the war with Switzerland (1499). 
This last office he held when he was 
only twenty-nine, and he afterwards 
became the historian of the war. 
When the first beginnings of the 
Reformation disturbed and excited 
all thoughtful minds in Germany, 
he looked upon them as simple 
moral reforms, a renewal of ancient 
frvor and discipline. But as the 
true nature of the changes heralded 
by Luther broke upon him, he sepa- 
rated himself from the movement 
and rallied to the side of the church 
doctrines so ruthlessly attacked. 
He proved a great support to his 
sister in the days when the con- 
vent was under the ban of the tri-* 
umphant Reformers of Nuremberg, 
and his opinion of the classical 
studies which some of the atheistic 
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literati would fain have exalted as 
the only learning fit for civilized 
men was clearly expressed in these 
words: “It is not my belief that 
Christian knowledge is incomplete 
without heathen literature. God 
forbid! Divine Wisdom needs no 
human inventions, and it is possible 
to attain-to the highest point of theo- 
logy without the help of Plato and 
Aristotle.” Wilibald was accustom- 
ed to write to his sister in Latin, as 
Sixtus Tucher also did, and Chari- 
_ tas’ style, notwithstanding her lowly 
opinion of her own proficiency, was 
such as to, go honor to her educa- 
tion. He often sent her presents of 


bodks—f#r instance, the Hymns of 
Prifdentius, the Christian poet, and 
sonfé writéngs of her favorite doctor, 


St. Jerome. Later on he dedicated 
%. her the works of Fulgentius, 
which he’had edited. Both Chari- 
tas and her sister Clara were great 
admirers of Erasmus and diligently 
read his German translation of the 
New Testament (in 1516), as well as 
some works of the famous scholar 
Reuchlin (1520). ‘To the former 
Charitas excused herself from writ- 
ing “on account of her bad Latin,” 
but sent him many complimentary 
messages through her brother, and 
both he and Reuchlin spoke of her 
in high terms in their letters to Wili- 
bald. Clara also was marvellously 
fond of books, and playfully told her 
brother that there was nothing she 
envied out of her convent except ¥ 
library. The women of the Pirk- 
heimer family all seem to have been 
distinguished for their love of art 
and books. Catherine, Charitas’ 
niece, was almost a transcript of 
her aunt and showed a wonderful 
strength of character. The abbess’ 
married nieces were earnest and 
generous women, a great support to 
the convent in the evil days that 
followed; and her sister Sabina, the 
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abbess of a Benedictine monastery 
on the Danube, was a patroness of 
sacred art, the friend of Diirer, who 
sent her designs for her illumina- * 
tions and took great interest in the 
school of miniature-painting estab- 
lished in her community. 

Celtes was one of Charitas’ cor- 
respondents, and dedicated to her 
his compilation of the works of 
Roswitha, the poet-nun of Gan- 
dersheim im the tenth century. 
On the occasion of his being attack- 
ed by robbers she writes him a let- 
ter of condolence, in which, in the 
style of the day, she alludes to “ the 
precious treasure of true wisdom, 
which is the noblest and only pos- 
session wherein consolation may be 
found”; but at another time she 
thinks it due to her conscience to 
speak to him of a higher wisdom, 
and says: 


“Your worthiness, of which I am a 
humble follower, will pardon me for be- 
ing alsoa lover of your salvation, and there- 
fore do I beseech you from my heart, not, 
indeed, to give up worldly knowledge, 
but to add to it that higher one which 
will lift you from the writings of the 
heathen to the sacred books, from the 
earthly to the heavenly, from the creature 
to the Creator. For although no kind 
of knowledge or experience ordained 
of God is to be despised, yet a virtuous 
life and the study of theology is to be 
considered above everything ; for man’s 
mind is weak and may err, but truc 
faith and a good conscience can never 
err.” 


Christopher Scheurl, a clever j: - 
rist and called the Cicero of Nurem- 
berg, who had learnt letters at the 
University of Bologna, dedicated his 
book on “The Use of the Mass” 
( Utilitates Missa) to Charitas, and 
sent it to her from Bologna, where 
it was printed in 1506, through his 
uncle, Sixtus Tucher. In his dedi- 
cation Scheurl says that in all his 
life he has only known two women— 
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the pious Cassandra of Venice and 
Charitas of Nuremberg—who “for 
their gifts of mind and fortune, their 
knowledge and high station, their 
beauty and their prudence, could 
be compared to Cornelia, the mo- 
ther of the Gracchi, and to the 
daughters of Lelius and Horten- 
sius.” He praises her that, following 
the example of her illustrious ances- 
tors, she has preferred “the book 
to the wool and the pen to the 
spindle,” and proved her high de- 
gree of mental culture by such re- 
markable letters as he had seen 
and received. 

Albert Diirer was also often in 
communication with the sister of his 
friend Wilibald. He, with the ad- 
ministrator of the convent, Kaspar 
Niitzel, and another companion, ha 
gone in 1518 to the Reichstag at 
Augsburg, where the painter was to 
take the old Emperor Maximilian’s 
portrait. They wrote her a joint ac- 
count of their doings there, which 


she received in the same jesting 
spirit as it was written ; for she says 
she “cried for laughing” when she 


read it. She also touches on the 
political questions of the day, and 
playfully gives them each his lesson 
to learn in Augsburg. The convent 
administrator was to admire in the 
Swabian Confederation “an exam- 
ple of strict observance ”; the sec- 
retary of the council, Lazarus Spen- 
gler, was to observe “ the apostolical 
life in common” of the members; 
and the painter to take note of the 
fine buildings for which Augsburg 
was famous, in case they might 
some day want good designs for the 
rebuilding of the convent choir. 
She also bade them not to forget the 
“little gray wolf” among the stately 
black and white habits of the reli- 
gious of Augsburg (her nuns wore a 
gray habit), and alluded to the three 
men as the captive “ sand-hares ”"— 
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a name given to the burghers of Nu- 
remberg, first in scorn, but now be- 
come a mere jest. 

Charitas’ mind was like a diamond 
of many facets; she was no angular, 
sour ascetic, narrow in her sympa- 
thies and petrified in her preju- 
dices, but a genuine, warm-hearted 
woman, with as much love for inno- 
cent mirth on the one hand as for 
the widest researches of learning on 
the other. With her the words of 
her contemporary, Abbot Trithe- 
mius, were true—“ To know is to 
lave ’—and her affection for her own 
family, no less than her appreciation 
of the intellectual movement of the 
age, is shown in her voluminous 
correspondence. She and her bro- 
ther often exchanged little¢simple 
domestic presents, and she’ delight- 
ed to send him sweetmeats, preserves, 
and cakes made in the convent, of- 
ten with her own or her nieces’ 
hands. 

But she was not destined to 
end her life in these pleasant and 
peaceful interchanges of friendship. 
The storm was brewing, and the 
“ new learning,” or new doctrine, as 
it was called, was beginning to take 
formidable proportions and go far 
beyond the needed reforms which 
Pope Adrian VI., one of the noblest 
men who ever sat in the apostolic 
chair, so anxiously recommended 
to the nuncio Chieregati on the oc- 
casion of the Reichstag at Nurem- 
berg in 1522. Charitas grieved to 
see holy things indiscriminately at- 
tacked, often with unworthy motives 
cloaked by the convenient plea of 
conscience and zeal for the Gospel, 
and grieved still more to hear no 
voice among her learned friends 
raised in defence of all she held 
dear. At last, however, Jerome 
Emser, licentiate of canon law at 
Leipsic, and private secretary of 
Duke George of Saxony, published 
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a masterly defence of the old faith, 
and Charitas eagerly read it through 
and caused it to be read aloud 
to the nuns during meals. The 
sisters and the abbess of the Convent 
of St. Clare at Eger, who had sent 
her Emser’s writings, begged her to 
acknowledge them in a letter to the 
author, which she accordingly did, 
writing in fervent, unconstrained 
terms and thanking him in the name 
of her sixty sisters and all other con- 
vents of her order. But this letter fell 
into other hands, and in a distorted, 
mutilated shape, and acconspanied 
by a malicious commentary on its 
sentiments and motives, was pub- 
lished by an enemy of Emser and 
Charitas. Even her brother Wili- 
bald, who had not yet seen through 
the real motives of the Reformers, 
was vexed at her taking part in the 
fray, and told her she had better 
have held her tongue. This was 
the beginning of a teasing persecu- 
tion of pin-pricks which gradually 
became serious and well-nigh insup- 
portable as years went on. Her 
brother, when he had fully rallied 
to the Catholic party, had left the 
council and could be of little prac- 
tical use to his sister, while the ma- 
jority of the council were decidedly 
hostile. The convent’s administra- 
tor especially used his station and 
authority only to torment the poor 
nuns. Charitas at this time began 
to keep a diary, of which her bio- 
grapher has made good use. Dr. 
Lochner, the historian of Nurem- 
berg, recognizes that many evil 
deeds were done in the name of re- 
ligion; and as to the case of the Con- 
vent of St. Clare, he says that “ it 
was the victim of that force which 
at many times clothes itself in the 
garb of amoral and divine reform, 
without being any the less mere 
force, the right of the strongest.” 
In 1524 Charitas says : 
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“ There came to the convent many 
strangers, men and women, but especial- 
ly the latter, to tell the nuns the new 
things that were being taught from the 
pulpit, and to represent to them what a 
‘ damnable’ state was that of the religious 
life, and how impossible it was for them 
to be saved in the cloister, adding most 
unceremoniously that nuns were all the 
devil’s creatures. Many citizens spoke 
threateningly of withdrawing their rela- 
tives from the convent, whether the per- 
sons in question wished it or no.” 


As may be supposed, these at- 
tacks made no impression on the 
sisters; but the town council, ready 
enough now to seize upon any pre- 
text, ascribed their steadfastness to 
the influence of their spiritual di- 
rectors, the Franciscans, and order- 
ed the convent to be put under the 
control of the new preachers. Char- 
itas immediately drew up a petition, 
which was approved by the com- 
munity, in which she represented 
to Kaspar Niitzel, the administra- 
tor, that this was the first time for 
forty-five years that she had seen 
her sisterhood in grief, and went 
on to beseech him, as he had always 
been her friend and supporter in 
temporal matters, so, now that she 
required his help more than ever, 
he would not fail her in this spirit- 
ual distress. She likewise wrote to 
Jerome Ebner, another of the high- 
est dignitaries of the council, whose 
daughter Katharine was one of her 
community; and to Martin Geuder, 
her brother-in-law, to whom she 
touchingly appealed on the ground 
of the innocence and evangelical 
character of the community. 


“I beg of you,” she says, “do not 
allow yourself to be persuaded by 
those who untruly say that the clear 
word of God is hidden from us ; for, by 
the grace of God, thisis notso. Wehave 
the Old and New Testaments here us 
well as you who are out in the world ; 
we read it day and night, at meals, in 
the choir, in Latin and in German 











in common and in private. By God's 
grace we know well the holy Gospels 
and St. Paul’s Epistles, but still I think 
he is more praiseworthy who fulfils the 
Gospel’s precepts in his actions than he 
who has them always on his lips, but 
does not act up to them.” She continues: 
“ We desire to be no burden or offence 
to any one ; but if any one can point out 
an abuse, let him do so, and we will 
gladly reform it. For we acknowledge 
ourselves to be weak creatures, who 
may go easily astray, and who do not 
dare to take pleasure in good works. 
We only ask that no one shall do us 
wrong and violence, and that we shall 
not be forced to do that which we con- 
sider a disgrace and against our eternal 
salvation.” 


Charitas’ former petition to Niit- 
zel was now supplemented by a 
more formal petition of the con- 
vent, addressed to the town council. 
She protested against the violent 
change meditated, and repelled the 
idea of submitting to spiritual direc- 
tors imposed by the republic; she 
asked the councillors why they 
should object to a few women vol- 
untarily living in common, and be- 
sought them not to root up a time- 
honored institution which was so 
intimately connected with the an- 
nals of their native city. Part of 
the council was decidedly in favor 
of less violent measures, and by the 
advice of these members the intru- 
sion of Lutheran directors was put 
off for a time and affairs left to take 
their own course; but the lull was 
but momentary. People still be- 
sieged the convent, threatening its 
inmates and disseminating scan- 
dalous rumors in the town, and 
the poor nuns lived in daily fear 
of some outbreak. This was in the 
Advent of 1524, and in March, 
1525, the storm broke lo932 azuin. 

One of those frequent and use- 
less disputations on the subject of 
religion which made such a char- 
acteristic feature of the sixteenth- 
VOL. XXIII.—12 
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century movement took place at Nu- 
remberg at the beginning of March. 
Eight religious of the Carmelite, 
Franciscan, and Dominican orders 
took the Catholic side against seven 
preachers of the Lutheran doctrines 
(among them the famous Osian- 
der) under the leadership of 
the prior of the Augustinians at 
Nuremberg. ‘The debate lasted for 
eleven days, or five sessions, with- 
out any shadow of an accommoda- 
tion appearing possible, and at the 
sixth session the Catholic doctors 
gave in a written statement to the 
effect that the affair had become 
a discussion such as by imperial 
mandate was strictly forbidden, 
and that, as there was no impartial 
judgment to be looked for, the 
presidents of the cclloguium being 
known adherents of the new doc- 
trines, they thought it best to retire 
from the useless conflict. The 
council, however, had attained its 
end, and prepared an opportunity 
fer formally introducing the new 


religion into the republic. The 
convents and monasteries were 


ordered to give up their rule and 
the members to enter the wortd 
again. Four of the male commu- 
nities did as they were bid; the 
Dominicans and Franciscans still 
refused to comply. ‘The former 
were compelled to leave in 1543, 
and the latter stood their ground 
till the last brother died. ‘They 
were, however, forbidden to preach 
and hear confessions, and the direc- 
tion of both convents of women, St. 
Clare and St. Catherine, was taken 
from them. 

The first open attack on St. Clare 
was made five days after the reli- 
gious disputation, on the roth of 
March, 1525. A‘deputation from 
the council demanded admittance 
into the interior of the convent, and, 
though Charitas pleaded the “ en- 
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closure ” and offered to gather the 
community at the grated window 
through which it was customary to 
speak with strangers and men, she 
was forced to accede to their de- 
mand and admit the councillors in- 
to the winter refectory. The two 
representatives began with a hon- 
eyed address, telling the assembled 
nuns that, now the light of the Gos- 
pel was fully manifested in the city, 
it were a shame that they alone 
should be denied the privilege 
of seeing it. Therefore a learned 
and distinguished preacher, Herr 
Poliander, of Wiirzburg, would im- 
part to them this knowledge, and, 
the Franciscans being removed, 
the council would provide the 
nuns with suitable confessors. The 
abbess heard them out, and then 
retorted that her nuns were well 
stored with Gospel knowledge, which 
had been clearly preached to them 
before, and that the connection be- 
tween their-order and the Francis- 
cans was of long date and authoriz- 
ed by papal and imperial decrees, but 
that, if they were to suffer violence 
in this matter, God and their con- 
science urged them to declare that 
it was so, and that they protested 
against such violence being used. 
The councillors said that, since 
they objected to secular* priests 
as confessors, they might choose 
one of the Augustinians (who had 
apostatized), since they too were 
“ religious.”. But Charitas answer- 
ed: “If we are to have religious, 
why not leave us the Franciscans ? 
We know and honor them and have 
had long experience of them; but 
as to the order you name, we also 
know how lax its discipline has 
grown.” 

“ Nay,” said the councillors, “ you 
will soon not have that to complain 


* Literally /ay priests, but, we think, referring 
to seculars, 
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of; for these brothers will doff 
their cowls and enter into another 
state.” 

To which the abbess replied: 
“That is no comfort tous. They 
could only teach us to follow their 
example ; and as they have taken to 
themselves wives, they would have 
us take husbands. God forbid!” 

The useless conversation was 
carried on some time longer, and 
on Charitas asking the reason why 
the council so oppressed her sister- 
hood, and whether they had com- 
mitted any offence, the councillors 
were. forced to allow that the 
“council knew of no offence or 
abuse on their part, but, on the 
contrary, only of honor, diligence, 
and modesty,” but that in other 
communities it was not always so, 
and the new laws must be enforced 
everywhere alike. The very next 
day Poliander, the Lutheran preach- 
er, came for the first time to preach 
to the reluctant nuns, while on the 
21st of March the . Franciscans 
were allowed to pay their charges a 
farewell visit, administer the sacra- 
ments, say Mass, and preach. This 
was the last time the nuns enjoyed 
these holy privileges; henceforward 
the dying were deprived of the 
Viaticum and Extreme Unction, 
and Mass was no longer said in the 
convent chapel. On the 22d Cha- 
ritas assembled a chapter of her 
nuns, which decided on presenting 
a second petition to the council, 
and the abbess sent to ask Kaspar 
Niitzel to come in person to the 
convent. He consented and sen: 
her a friendly message, but it was 
clear he expected submission. He 
came and set before the commu- 
nity the advantages of gracefully 
giving way and the evil they would 
entail on themselves by resis- 
tance; but Charitas answered to the 
point : that, although he had spoken 
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in friendly terms, he had not men- 
tioned the real subject of the dispute 
—i.¢c., the question of who should 
be the convent’s spiritual directors. 
“We see,” she said, “that every 
means is being used to drive us to 
accept the new doctrines, but until 
the whole church accepts them 
neither will we. Nothing will part 
us from the fellowship of the uni- 
versal church nor from the vows 
we have vowed unto God.” She 
then offered to let the administrator 
ask each nun her opinion separate- 
ly during her own absence; but 
Niitzel saw that this would be use- 
less, and even refused to take the 
petition, whereupon the abbess read 
it aloud before him. The gist of 
it was contained in the prayer that, 
in the name of the Gospel-freedom 
which the times had so extolled, no 
violence should be done to the con- 
sciences of the nuns. They beg- 
ged also that if their confessor was 
taken from them, at least no one 


should be imposed upon them in 


his place. But it was evidently in 
vain, although Niitzel- reluctantly 
pledged himself to represent their 
case to the council. Before he left 
the convent, however, he attempted 
to cajole the abbess out of her firm 
resistance to his wishes, and, taking 
her aside, begged her to put her 
authority and influence on his side, 
telling her that she might personally 
do much to prevent even blood- 
shed, and that, if he could only win 
her over, he would think himself 
sure of the city and the neighbor- 
hood. Indeed, many pinned their 
faith to her steadfastness and looked 
to her example for support in their 
own temptations. But neither flat- 
tery nor threats could win her over, 
nor even the hint that by her obsti- 
nacy she would confirm uthers in 
contumacy, and bring upon her 
native town the vengeance of the 
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peasants who had risen in arms 
against the Catholics. To this she 
answered calmly that it was well 
known that the peasants had risen 
because, in the midst of this new 
preaching of fraternity and evangel- 
ical freedom, they saw a way to 
abolish the custom of vassalage, 
and meant forcibly to possess them- 
selves of that which their richer 
brethren were so glibly prating of 
in theory. As the second petition 
had remained without effect, Chari- 
tas drew up a third, a model of 
clearness and logic. Quoting St. 
Paul, she said, “I can do all things 
in Him who is my strength,” and 
she again assured the council that 
nothing would drive the sisters out 
ofthechurch. ‘his paper was sign- 
ed by all the nuns. She also asked 
through Niitzel for a secular priest, 
a holy man of the name of Schré- 
ter, for a confessor, since the coun- 
cil was determined that the Fran- 
ciscans should no longer serve the 
convent; but this prayer was also 
refused. 

Things grew worse and worse. 
Poliander preached vile and oppro- 
brious sermons to the poor nuns, 
upbraiding and accusing them; and 
when he left Wiirzburg, two oth- 
ers, Schleussner and Osiander, suc- 
ceeded him and preached regularly 
three times a week in the chapel. 
A sharp and degrading watch was 
kept over the nuns, as the council 
suspected them of stopping their 
ears with cotton-wool or exercising 
other petty devices to escape the 
words of the distasteful sermons. 
This continued throughout Lent, 
and the violence of the preachers 
inflaming the passions of the peo- 
ple, the nuns lived in daily fear of 
seeing the latter put into execution 
their frequent threat of burning 
down the convent. The serving- 
girls could hardly go out of the 
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house in safety to purchase provi- 
sions, and the friends of the nuns had 
to use all manner of subterfuges to 
be able to visit them in peace, while 
every knock at the door frightened 
the poor women as if it heralded 
their doom. But worse was yet to 
come. On the 7th of June three 
of the councillors, Fiirer, Pfinzing, 
and Imhof, visited the convent and 
laid before the nuns five proposi- 
tions with which the council de- 
manded instant compliance: an in- 
ventory was to be taken of all the 
convent possessions, a laxer rule in- 
troduced, the religious dress laid 
aside, the grated window replaced 
by a common one of glass, and free 
permission granted to every nun to 
leave if she chose, taking with her 
whatever dowry she had brought to 
the convent, or a suitable remune- 
ration for the services done during 
her stay there. Charitas wisely 
showed a disposition to yield in 
minor matters, in which she knew 
that the council would find means 
at any rate to force her compliance, 
but on the matter of the religious 
vows she stood firm, answering : 


“In so far as my sisters owe me any 
personal obedience and consideration, I 
am ready to forgive them the debt, but I 
cannot absolve them from vows vowed 
unto the Lord; for what are we poor crea- 
tures that we should lay hands on the 
things that are God’s?” 


The council allowed her four 
weeks to make up her mind to these 
changes, and promised, in case of 
compliance, to protect the convent; 
but if these conditions were resisted, 
neither the house nor the nuns would 
be either protected or supported. 
Charitas called a chapter together 
and announced her determination 
to have nothing to do with an 
“open convent,” at the same time 
asking the sisters’ opinion on the 
council’s proposal. The nuns una- 
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nimously (there wére nearly sixty 
of them) declared that they did not 
wish to be “made free” after the 
council's pattern of freedom; they 
meant to keep to their vows and 
maintain their rule, and begged the 
abbess not to forsake them. She 
then swore to stand by them as 
long as they would stand by their 
vows, and exhorted them to stead- 
fast courage and fervent prayer. 
Her friends in the council, seeing 
that their influence was too weak to 
help the convent, advised her to 
consent to the lesser propositions, 
and accordingly the inventory was 
quietly made ard handed over to 
theauthorities; the grating wastaken 
down, and, at Wilibald Pirkheimer’s 
suggestion, some part of the nuns’ 
habit was dyed black and assumed 
only at the parlor window and in 
the gardens, while in the private 
parts of the house the usual gray 
garb was worn. But the nuns stead- 
fastly refused to change the rule 
or to consider themselves absolved 
from their vows, and, unless they 
were to be forcibly ejected from 
the convent, there was no possibility 
of carrying out these two important 
changes. But the council was pre- 
pared for anything, and soon even 
this last violent act was publicly 
enforced. 

Dame Ursula Tetzel had already 
tried some months before, with the 
help of her brothers, to get her 
daughter Margaret, who had been 
for nine years in the convent, to 
leave it and come home; but the 
girl herself vigorously resisted the 
attempt, and Charitas represented 
it to the mother as an infringement 
of the rights of the convent. 


Things 
had marched rapidly enough since 
then to enable Dame Tetzel to re- 
new the attempt with more certain- 
ty of success; and accordingly she, 
with the wives of the two council- 














lors, Ebner and Niitzel, who had 
each a daughter in the convent, de- 
termined to take their children 
home at all hazards. They gave 
the nuns a week’s notice, and on 
the 14th of June appeared with a 


number of their male relations in. 


two large conveyances or wagons. 
A great crowd had collected round 
the convent door, and a considera- 
ble excitement prevailed ; the street 
and the churchyard were full. Cha- 
ritas, on her side, had requested 
two of the councillors, Pfinzing and 
Imhof, to be present as witnesses 
of the disgraceful scene she fore- 
saw. The young nuns, respectively 
nineteen, twenty, and twenty-three 
years old, fell on their knees before 
the abbess, weeping and entreating 
her not to let them be taken away. 
They even wished to hide them- 
selves; but this, of course, Charitas 
forbade and led the girls with her 
to the chapel where they had taken 
their vows. She prayed and wept 
with them, and hesitated taking 
them over the threshold into the 
presence of their mothers; but the 
latter came into the chapel and vio- 
lently upbraided their children, who 
with tears piteously begged to be 
left alone. Katharine Ebner espe- 
cially spoke in eloquent tones for 
more than an hour, and, as the 
councillors afterwards said, “She 
spoke no word that was weak or use- 
less, but talked with such force and 
cogency that every word weighed a 
pound.” Her mother stormed, and 
Held, the brother of Dame Niitzel, 
threatened her “like an executioner,” 
but Katharine continued speaking 
in her own behalf and that of her 
friends: “Here will I stand and 
not move one step; and if you em- 
ploy force, I will complain to God 
in heaven and every man upon 
earth.” She was rudely dragged 
forward, but, stretching her arms 
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towards the abbess, cried out : “ Dear 

mother, do not let me be driven 
away from you!” Four persons, 
however, seized hold of her, and 
amid loud cries on all sides she 
was dragged over the threshold of 
the chapel, where she and Margaret 
Tetzel fell over each other, the lat- 
ter having her foot crushed in the 
crowd. Dame Ebner followed her 
daughter with angry threats, telling 
her that if she did not go willingly 
she would fling her down the stairs 
and break her head on the pave- 
ment below. At last poor Charitas 
could stand it no longer and took 
refuge in her cell, while the coun- 
cillors who had witnessed the scene 
declared that, had they foreseen 
such a sad sight, they would not 
have come for a world of money, 
and never again would they lend the 
sanction of their presence to such 
violent proceedings. 

The poor young nuns were put 
in the wagons and driven away, 
but they still cried out to the 
crowd that they were suffering vio- 
lence and demanded to be taken 
back to their convent. Dame Ebner 
got so incensed that she struck her 
daughter on the mouth, and the 
poor girl bled all the way home. 
There were many in the crowd who 
cried “Shame!” and would gladly, 
had they dared, have attempted a 
rescue, but the strong hand of the 
“ trained bands ” of Nuremberg was 
not to be defied in vain. Charitas 
never saw her spiritual children 
again, but she heard from time to 
time that they were still unchanged 
in their feelings. Clara Niitzel ate 
nothing for four days after she was 
taken away, and day and night 
cried to be taken back again. 

This scene of violence made a 
great stir at the time and awakened 
much sympathy for the convent, and 
at least it had this good effect: 
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that no more forcible abductions 
were attempted. Some time later 
one nun, Anna Schwarz, whose sis- 
ters had left the other convent of 
Nuremberg, St, Catherine, left St. 
Clare of her own accord; she was 
the only one who voluntarily gave 
up her vows. In this case, how- 
ever, her mother was not well pleas- 
ed and by no means urged her to 
leave. The community was now 
reduced to fifty-one members, and 
of these none henceforward left the 
convent, unless by the call of God 
to a better and more peaceful life. 
In the following autumn Me- 
lanchthon visited Nuremberg, and, 
though their views now differed, his 
friendship with Pirkheimer was not 
weakened. He inquired into the 
state of affairs, and, together with 
the administrator, Niitzel, visited 
the convent and had a long conver- 
sation with the abbess. She says 
in her diary: “ He was more gentle 


and discreet in his speech than any 
of the new teachers I have met 
before”; and, indeed, she had long 
had the greatest esteem for the 
young and ripe Greek scholar. 


“ He spoke much of the new doctrines,” 
she continues; ‘‘but when I told him 
that we did not place our hope in our 
own works, but solely in the grace of 
God, he replied that in that case we 
might be saved in the cloister quite as 
wellas inthe world. Indeed, we agreed 
in the main on all points, except con- 
cerning the vows, which he holds not 
to be binding, but yet strongly disap- 
proved of the violence that had been 
done to the nuns to force them to give 
up their vows. He took leave of us in 
a very friendly manner, and afterwards 
strongly reproved the administrator and 
the other councillors for having forbidden 
the Franciscans to celebrate divine ser- 
vice at St. Clare, and having dragged 
the children out of the convent against 
their will; indeed, he told them that, 
between themselves, he considered that 
therein they had committed a grievous 
sin,” 
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Charitas dated from his visit a 
quieter state of things and the cessa- 
tion of many petty persecutions on 
the part of Kaspar Niitzel. She 
says of Melanchthon in her diary : 
“T hope God sent this man to us 
at the right time; . . .” and 
later in a letter she writes thus of 
the administrator: “ Would to God 
every one were as discreet as Mas- 
ter Philip; we might then hope to 
be rid of many things that are very 
vexatious.” 

Although the three young nuns 
were not restored to the convent, 
their parents, smarting under the 
many insinuations made against 
their conduct, conveyed to the 
abbess, through Sigismund Fiirer 
and Leonard Tucher, a formal ac- 
knowledgment of their satisfaction 
at the “manner in which the girls 
had been brought up and their 
health cared for’; while the two 
men added of their own accord 
that as to the girls they must tell 
the truth—s.c., that if it depended 
upon them, they would be back at 
the convent before evening. Kas- 
par Niitzel himself said the same 
thing to the abbess, thanking her 
for the care bestowed on his daugh- 
ter’s physical and moral well-being, 
and acknowledging himself indebt- 
ed to the convent for this favor. 
But, better than this, he soon wrote 
a letter in which he distinctly stat- 
ed that he regretted having several 
times “overstepped his legitimate 
authority in his attempts to convert 
her to the new doctrines,” and pro- 
mised that in future he would attend 
with peculiar zeal at least to the 
temporal concerns of the convent. 
Their possessions had, however, 
been so curtailed during these trou- 
blous times that they almost liter- 
ally subsisted on alms. 

On All Souls’ day, 1527, the same 
two councillors who had witnessed 
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the forcible taking away of the 
young nuns two years before, and 
two other associates, were commis- 
sioned to institute a domiciliary vis- 
itation in the convent and ‘to speak 
in private with each sister, with a 
view to elicit their grievances and 
give them a chance of speaking free- 
ly. The poor nuns were very much 
frightened at the proposal, but Char- 
itas only made this remonstrance : 


“Worthy masters,” she said, “ you are 
somewhat vehement confessors. It has 
pleased our rulers to abolish private con- 
fession to one man, and now you require 
us poor women to confess to four men at 
once, and lay open to them all our spirit- 
ual needs!” And as the men were 
rather staggered, she continued: “ You 
say Many abuses among us have come to 
the ears ofthe council. We should like to 
hear them detailed. We have been driv- 
en and oppressed like worms for three 
years, and would gladly, if we could, 
have hidden ourselves under a stone like 
worms ; but if we have offended in any- 
thing, let it be clearly brought home to 
us.” 


The men looked at each other, 
and one said: “ This point is not yet 
settled”; while another asked help- 
lessly: “What am I to say? I do 
not understand the matter.” At last 
they went through the form of ex- 
amining each nun alone and sepa- 
rately, and got tired and left off 
when they had examined thirty-nine. 
The preacher Osiander once held a 
discussion with Charitas for four 
hours without any result but both par- 
lies remaining stronger in their own 
belief; and on another occasion, 
when Dr. Link, formerly an Augus- 
tinian, and now preacher at the hos- 
pital, sent her a controversial pam- 
phlet, she answered him in writing, 
argument for argument, and made 
all who saw her defence marvel at 
the clearness of her logic and the 
ease of her style. He had put him- 
self forward as an example (doubt- 
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less because he had been, like her, 
a religious), but she answered : 


“Forgive me if I do not care to fol- 
low the example of any man ; our exam- 
ple is Christ, and, even if we were to look 
for models among men, it would be 
strange if we sought for them among liv- 
ing men while such men as St. Augus- 
tine, St. Jerome, St. Cyprian, and others 
are set aside and disowned.” 


Later on she again wrote to him: 


“If God does not inspire us with love 
for your new faith, we cannot of ourselves 
force our hearts to it. We should de- 
ceive ourselves and do violence to our 
conscience (which is wrong) if we were to 
listen to the threats or persuasions of men. 
It is no luxurious life, God knows; that 
keeps us in our convent; neither is it 
any belief that simply to have taken the 
veil assures salvation. We do not place 
our hope in the conventual rule, but in the 
mercy of God and his only Son. I hold 
none of my nuns back against their will ; 
if they choose to leave, they are free todo 
so. I only ask that they should not be 
forced to do it, as has happened already 
on one occasion.” 


Towards the end of 1528 came a 
time of negative peace for the nuns, 
and, as the “silver wedding” or ju- 
bilee of the abbess fell about Christ- 
mas time, the convent prepared it- 
self for a modest festival in honor 


of this event. It was the first time 
that an abbess had held her office 
for so many years, and the celebra- 
tion was looked upon with so much 
the more interest that no former 
abbess had gone through such stir- 
ring and troublous times during the 
period of her abbess-ship. The 
festival was put off till Easter, 
1529, and was long remembered by 
the nuns as one of their few red- 
letter days. Their friends from the 
town sent them presents of wine, 
fruit, cakes, and preserves, and Pirk- 
heimer and Dame Ursula Kramer, 
his neighbor, both sent their plate 
to adorn the nuns’ table on the oc- 
casion. This pleased the simple 
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women immensely, and Katharine, 
Charitas’ niece, wrote in glowing 
terms to her father, giving him an 
account of the festivities of the day. 
We will quote a few passages from 
her letter: 


“In the morning the whole community 
came to the mother, each sister bearing 


a torch, and the prioress put a crown. 


upon her head and led her to the choir, 
where we said the Office for the day 
and then sang the Mass as best we 
could. Then the mother took the Bless- 
ed Sacrament from the tabernacle and 
exposed it, and the community knelt to 
adore it and make a spiritual commu- 
nion. We comforted ourselves with the 
words of St. Augustine: Crede et mandu- 
casti (Believe, and thou hast eaten). The 
mother then sat by the altar, and one by 
one we all went up to her and embraced 
her, . . . and she had her hands full of 
rings, and gave each of the sisters one 
as a pledge of their renewed espousals 
with their Bridegroom and of their re- 
solve to be true to him; . . . although it 
has not been the custom hitherto with 
us, the mother thought that, considering 
these exceptionally sad years, it would 
be a remembrance of the obedience and 
earnestness with which we have hung to- 
gether through these vicissitudes. .. . 
Then we took the mother to table, .. . 
and you, dear father, have proved yourself 
a generous host. The sisters said, ‘Oh! 
that Master Pirkheimer were here to see 
how we are enjoying his good gifts’; 
and your plate and Dame Kramer's de- 
lighted us also mightily. . . . At last, at 
night, we had a little dance. The old 
nuns danced as well as the young ones. 
Mother Apollonia Tucher, who has been 
fifty-seven years in the convent, took hold 
of me and turned me round;... and 
the dance was so hearty that the mother 
said, ‘ Dear children, spare my tables.’” 


This was the last joyful event of 


Charitas’ life. Three months after 
this festival her niece Crescentia, 
Pirkheimer’s daughter, died, and 
the wicked tongues of the town 
took occasion to wag against the 
nuns, accusing them of worrying her 
to death; but Pirkheimer himself 
put down these scandalous rumors 
by publicly thanking the community 
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for the care bestowed on his child, 
and by making a special gift to the 
convent in recognition of it. He 
also singled out the sisters who had 
had special care of his daughter 
during her illness, and sent them 
tokens of his gratitude ; and, not con- 
tent with this, he left the convent 
fifty gulden in his will, which they 
received after his death. 

Another cross befell the abbess 
in the loss of reason of two of her 
nuns—a circumstance of which her 
enemies did not fail to make good 
use; but, the two sisters being per- 
fectly harmless, except at long inter- 
vals, no removal was necessary, and 
they went about their common du- 
ties peacefully until their death. 

In 1530 Charitas lost her well- 
beloved brother Wilibald, which 
was a sad break-up to her; but be- 
fore he died he published an Afolo- 
gy for the Convent of St. Clare, which 
greatly comforted, if it did not help, 
the nuns. But the council con- 
temptuously overlooked this as it 
had done all previous petitions. 

Two years after her brother’s 
death the noble Charitas Pirkhei- 
mer followed him to a better land, 
and her sister Clara was chosen 
abbess in her stead. Her friend 
Apollonia Tucher died within a few 
months, on the 15th of January, 
1533, and the new abbess the fol- 
lowing month, whereupon her niece 
Katharine became abbess and rul- 
ed the community for thirty years. 
She was the last abbess but one; for 
towards the end of the century the 
last nun died and the convent re- 
verted to the town.* But the good 


* The church of St. Clare at Nuremberg remain- 
ed for a long time closed. It was then opened again 
and soon afterwards given over to Protestant wor- 
ship. It was subsequently used for commercial pur- 
poses, as a magazine of wares, a market-place, and 
place for local exhibitions, and finally as a barracks. 
In 1354 it was given back to the Catholics of Nurem- 
berg as their second church. In the following year 
its restoration was begun, and on May 13, 1857, the 
Church of St. Clare was publicly consecrated anew 
fer Catholic worship. 
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fight had been fought, and the 
noble defeat only brought fresh 
and eternal honor on the name 
of the Clarist Order; for, as says 
Montaigne, “ There are defeats that 
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the saying: “This noble axiom 
applies no less to moral than to 
military defeats, and we should 
never tire of inculcating the prin- 
ciple that as long as honor and 


dispute the palm with victories,” 


conscience are safe, so long also is 
and Lacordaire comments thus on 


fame deserved.” 
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“Ir might have been.” We say it oft, 
With aching heart, with streaming eyes; 

We grope with eager, outstretched hands 
After another’s slighted prize. 


We call a life a wasted life. 
O mourning souls! be not too sure. 
Out of great darkness may come light, 
And, after evil, hearts grow pure. 


God only knows. We leave to him 

The things that are not what we would, 
And trust that in his own good time 

He will do that which he sees good. 


His will be done. The quivering lips 
Must say it, though with bitter tears. 
His will! It is enough, enough 
To hush our murmurs, soothe our fears. 


He overrules all pain and sin, 
Makes dire disgrace work out his word, 
Poor souls, bow down before his might 
And trust all myst’ries with the Lord. 
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BY THE AUTHOR oF “‘ PARIS BEFORE THE WAR,” “NUMBER THIRTEEN,” “ Prus VI.,” BTC. 


CHAPTER XV. 


A TRIP SOUTHWARD. 


WHEN the first overflow of emo- 
tion had subsided, Sir Simon drew 
a chair close to the sofa and want- 
ed to hear every detail about Ray- 
mond’s illness—what the doctor had 
done, and, if possible, everything he 
had said about it ateach visit. When 
Franceline had told the little there 
was to tell beyond the one terrible 
central fact, it was Sir Simon’s turn 
to be catechised. He submitted 
willingly to the inquisition. He 
went over the story of Clide de 
Winton’s letter, and all the happy 
consequences it had entailed—the 
hard-hearted Jew sent to the right- 
about, the rest of the duns quieted, 
all Sir Simon’s difficulties happily 
settled. Clide’s name was openly 
mentioned in the course of the narra- 
tive, and coupled with epithets of 
enthusiastic admiration and grati- 
tude—he was a noble-hearted fel- 
low, trueas steel, generous asthe sun, 
delicate as a woman ; it was impossi- 
ble which to admire most, his gen- 
erous conduct or the delicacy with 
which he had done this immense 
service to his father’s old friend. 
Franceline said nothing while this 
panegyric was being sung, but she 
could not hide from herself the fact 
that it was sounding in her ears 
like the sweetest music. She had 
found out long since why Clide’s 
name had become a dead-letter with 
Sir Simon, why he never even al- 
luded to his existence in her pre- 
sence; since he now broke through 
this reticence, was it not a proof 
that the motive of it had been re- 
moved, and that he was free to 


speak of Clide, and she to listen, 
and that consequently no barrier 
existed any longer between their 
lives? The truth was that Sir Si- 
mon had come to the conclusion 
that the barrier was of no great im- 
portance to either of them by this 
time. He was not given much to 
diving into the depths of human 
hearts, analyzing their motives and 
impulses; and he did not give 
other people credit for spending 
their lives in such unprofitable 
work as brooding over sentimental 
grievances and pining after the 
impossible. It was evident that if 
Franceline had been in love with 
Clide, she must have either died of 
it by this time or got over it. She 
had not died, ergo she had got 
overit. There was no harm, there- 
fore, in singing that fine young fel- 
low’s praises in her hearing, and it 
was a great satisfaction to the bar- 
onet to be able to pour out his 
grateful eulogies to a sympathizing 
audience. So they went on playing 
at cross ge. each perfectly 
unconscious of what was uppermost 
in the other’s thoughts; Sir Si- 
mon settling it in his own mind 
that Ponsonby Anwyll would carry 
the day, now that everything else 
had adjusted itself so satisfactorily, 
while Franceline dreamed her own 
little dream, and fancied it must 
be the reflection of it in her father’s 
thoughts that filled his eyes with 
those gentle sunbeams as his glance 
met hers. 

Sir Simon, having emptied his 
budget of news, proceeded to un- 
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fold his programme, and was agree- 
ably surprised to find that he was 
to be spared the trouble of defend- 
ing it. Franceline was overjoyed 
at the prospect of seeing a new 
country, and Raymond acquiesced 
in everything as placid and inno- 
cently happy as an infant. So it 
was agreed that they would start 
for the south without the loss of a 
day, if possible. Angélique was 
called into council and ordered to 
begin to pack up at once. To- 
morrow morning Dr. Blink should 
decide what climate was best suit- 
ed to Raymond, who was now the 
person to be chiefly considered. 
Meantime, Sir Simon took rather 
an unfair advantage of the medical 
man by biassing the inclinations of 
both patients towards acertain sun- 
girt villa on the Mediterranean, 
where myrtle and olive groves were 
said to crown every hillside, where 
the vine and the orange and the 
pomegranate grew like wild flowers 
elsewhere, mirrored in the sea that 
is “ deeply, darkly, beautifully blue.” 

“When did you come home—to 
England, I mean?” said M. de 
la Bourbonais when the baronet 
paused in his glowing description 
of a Mediterranean sunset. 

“This morning. I came straight 
on here from Dover. The lawyer 
wanted that deed that led to my 
finding the snuff-box. I must go 
back with it by the early train to- 
morrow ; it is absolutely necessary 
that it should be forthcoming to 
prove the validity of Lady Rebec- 
ca’s marriage settlement.” 

“ Marriage settlement !” exclaim- 
ed Raymond and Franceline to- 
gether. *“ Do you mean that she is 
going to be married ?” 

“Good gracious,no' Poor soul, 
she’s gone—gone to her great ac- 
count,” said Sir Simon, shaking his 
head with becoming solemnity. 
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“She died three days ago. It was 
a happy release, a most merciful re- 
lease! She really had nothing to 
regret, poor, dear soul.”” And her 
step-son heaved a dutiful sigh, and 
drew his hand across his forehead 
with a gesture expressive of resign- 
ed sorrow. 

Raymond was in no mocd to 
laugh, even if the subject had been 
less solemn; but he could not but 
remember—and Sir Simon knew he 
must remember—how often this 
mournful event had been devoutly 
invoked by both of them in days 
not so long gone by. It was pro- 
bably the recollection of this that 
prompted his next question. 

“ How did she leave her pro- 
perty ?” 

“Oh! admirably ; nothing could 
be kinder or juster,” replied the 
baronet, heaving the tribute of an- 
other sigh. “ She left her 450,000 
to me unconditionally, chargeable 
merely with a life legacy for three 
old servants; the jointure, you 
know," reverts to the estate. So 
you see the duns would not have 
had so long to wait even if De 
Winton had not come to the res- 
cue. She was an excellent woman. 
Of course one feels the blow, but it 
really would be selfish to regret 
her; she was a great sufferer, and 
it was a happy release.” 

“Then you did not stop in Lon- 
don to ask if there were any letters 
at your bankers’ ?” 

“No; were there any ?” 

“ There was one from me—or at 
least written at my request.” 

“Ha!” 

Sir Simon looked up, full of curi- 
osity. Franceline feared she was 
in the way of some explanation, 
so made an excuse to leave the 
room about some fisane it was 
time for her father to take. 

“You must be more puzzled 
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than ever now to know why I re- 
fused to let my pockets be exam- 
ined that night,” said M. de. la 
Boutbonais, resorting to his old 
trick of fixing his spectacles to 
hide his shyness. 

“Why was it?” said Sir Simon, 
pulling out his cigar-case, and care- 
fully selecting one of the choice 
Havanas, as if he had the re- 
motest intention of lighting it; it 
was only an excuse not to have to 
look at Raymond. 

“You may remember that there 
were little pdtés de foie gras at din- 
ner; they looked like petits pains ?” 

“T remember it perfectly; and 
excellent they were. I had just got 
the recipe from the Fréres Proven- 
feaux ; it was the first time Dorel 
had ever made them. Well ?” 

“ Franceline was, you know, very 
ill just then; she could eat no- 
thing. I fancied these might tempt 
her, so I slipped a couple of them 
into my pockets with some bon- 
bons. ‘This was why I would not 
turn them out. I was ashafned to 
exhibit my poverty to all those men, 
especially to that stranger who had 
been taunting me with it; I would 
not let him see what a poor devil I 
was, and to what straits poverty 
drove me to get food for my sick 
child.” 

“My poor Raymond!” was all 
Sir Simon could say, and he grasp- 
ed his hand. 

“Then you remember I came 
back? I was rushing home when 
it occurred to me that I had done 
a mad thing; so I threw away the 
pdtés and the bonbons, and went 
back and made a fool of myself, as 
you know. I think I must have 
been mad. Iknow I had been tak- 
ing a great deal of wine to keep 
me up; anyhow, I did not reflect, 
until I saw the effect of my pre- 
sence, what a preposterous act it 
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was, and that you should have 
been all fools to see any proof of 
my innocence in it.” 

“You might have trusted me,” 
said Sir Simon reproachfully. “I 
would have believed you—I did 
believe you in spite of my senses. 
I came to the conclusion you were, 
as you say, either mad or drunk, 
and had taken it unawares. Why 
didn’t you write to me?” 

“TI did. I wrote you a full ac- 
count of it all; but, as ill-luck had 
it, your letter telling me to send 
back the ring arrived before mine 
left. I was so incensed at your 
suspecting me that I tore up the 
letter. Iwas a fool, of course; but 
you know of old that pride is my 
weak point. It was not until I was 
struck down by illness, and brought 
face to face with death, and with 
the thought that I was going to 
leave my child friendless in the 
world with a dishonored name, 
that I resolved to sacrifice it, and 
for her sake to write to you and 
ask you to take charge of her and 
do what you could to clear’ my 
memory from the stain that my 
own vanity and folly had fixed 
upon it. Father Henwick wrote 
to you to this effect in my name on 
Tuesday. The letter is lying at 
your bankers’.” 

“T was as much to blame as 
you. I ought to have known you 
better than to mistrust you; I 
ought to have known there must 
be some mistake in it,” said Sir 
Simon, rising and going to the 
window. “I ought to have written 
to you to ask you for an explana- 
tion, and so I was always intend- 
ing to do; but what with the ex- 
citement of Clide’s finding his—of 
his finding out my difficulties and 
so on,” he continued, checking 
himself in time before the murder 
was out, “and then poor, dear 
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Lady Rebecca’s telegraphing for 
me, I nearly lost my head, and 
kept putting off writing from day 
to day, in hopes that you would 
write.” 

“Is monsieur going to stay to 
tea? Because, if so, it is time I 
began the omelette,” said Angélique, 
following Franceline into the room, 
carrying a tray with something on 
it for M. de la Bourbonais. 

But Sir Simon said he must be 
going that very minute. How the 
time had flown, and he had so many 
things tosee to at the Court! Ray- 
mond was rather exhausted when 
his friend left, but he slept sounder 
that night than he had done for a 
long time. 


The warm southern spring had 
burst its green bonds and flown 
suddenly into the arms of summer ; 
it lay disporting itself in the 
splendor of new-clad flowers along 
the shores of the Mediterranean, 
laughing up at the dazzling sky 
like a babe smiling into its mother’s 
face.. Everything was fresh, lustrous, 
and dewy. The sun was not too hot 
to be-enjoyable, the birds were not 
too tired to sing, a light breeze 
came fluttering from the sea to cool 
the vines, and died away,in sighs 
and whispers amidst the ifex-grove 
that made a background to the 
white-washed villa where a group 
of three persons were sitting out 
on the terrace under the shade of 
a broad veranda. I dare say you 
have recognized the young lady in 
the fleecy muslin dress. The pink 
tint in her ivory complexion is a 
decided improvement; but it has 
not so changed her that you 
could forgether. She looks strong- 
er now; there is an energetic grace 
in her movements that tells of im- 
proved health; so, too, does the 
warmer glow of the dark gold hair 
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and the more animated glance of 
the eyes. You see she has brought 
her doves with her, and seems to 
have many interesting things to say 
to them as they perch on her head 
and her finger, and utter that, to 
her, melodious chant of theirs, 
but which Sir Simon Harness has 
the bad taste to find wearisome 
and lugubrious. 

“ Could you persuade those doves 
of yours to cease that dismal noise 
just for ten minutes, Franceline ? 
It's working under difficulties, try- 
ing to correct proof-sheets while 
they keep up that dirge.” 

Franceline, deeply offended, car- 
ries off her darlings to the other 
side of the house, without deigning 
any further comment than a toss 
of her pretty head at the speaker 
and a look of mild reproach at her 
father, who yields a tacit consent to 
the insult by his silence. More- 
over, when Franceline and “ those 
doves of hers” are out of sight, he 
breathes an audible sigh of relief 
and proceeds to read the contested 
sentence aloud again. There was 
a good deal of arguing and bicker- 
ing Over it; Sir Simon insisting 
that the epithet was too strong and 
should be modified, while M. de la 
Botirbonais maintained that whether 
he applied the term “ patriot cast 
in the rough antique mould” to 
Mirabeau or not signified very lit- 
tle, since the facts as he stated and 
construed them applied it far more 
forcibly. They were squabbling 
over it still when, half an hour later, 
Franceline came back, apparently 
in a forgiving mood, and expressed 
her wonder how people could go 
on quarrelling when everything 
around was so full of peace, in a 
world where all created things were 
steeped in beauty and in bliss; 
where life was not a struggle, but a 
joy; where nothing was needed but 
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the will to vibrate to the pulse of 
love with which the great mother’s 
breast was heaving, to respond to 
the sun’s wooing and the wind’s 
wafting, to the music of flowers 
and birds, to be a voice in the 
choir and a grain of incense on 
the altar, to live, to love, and to be 
happy. What were proof-sheets 
worth if they could not swell the 
glad concert and sound their chime 
in the joy-bells of life? They were 
sounding their little chime, though, 
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in spite of the frequent clash of 
arms they gave rise to between the 
author ard his pig-headed Tory 
critic. The crisp little rolls of pa- 
per were an immense superadded 
interest to Raymond—and conse- 
quently to Franceline—in their new 
life of golden sunshine. They 
would come to an end soon now; 
a few more bundles of proofs, then 
a pause of solemn expectation, and 
the great work would appear im- 
mortalized between the boards. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


FOUND AT LAST! 


WHi_e the three inmates of the 
white-washed villa were watching 
the days go by, and wondering if 
to-morrow could possibly be as hap- 
py as yesterday and to-day, Clide 
de Winton was living a very differ- 
ent life in his lodgings near the asy- 
Jum. He had not yet been permit- 
ted to see the lady whom he believ- 
ed to be his wife. She had fallen 
ill with an attack on the lungs 
which had very nearly proved fatal, 
and during the six weeks that it 
lasted it was impossible to let any 
one approach her except the fami- 
liar faces of the doctor and her at- 
tendant. She had rallied from this 
illness only to return to her old de- 
lusion with a fonder inteysity than 
ever. Day after day she decked her- 
self in her faded flowers and ribbons, 
and stood or knelt at her window, 
stretching out her arms to the mid- 
day sun, calling to himwith the ten- 
derest words of endearment, and tell- 
ing him her passionate love-tale 
over and over again; then turning 
from this to paroxysms of despair 
more violent than formerly, and 
which threatened at each crisis to 
shatter the fragile vase and send 
the feeble spark flying upwards. 


“* And now shecourted love ; now, raving, called on 
hate.” 


Clide had repeatedly asked to see 
Mr. Percival, but the desire for an in- 
terview was evidently not mutual ; 
for,although no refusal was ever sent, 
the promises held out by the medical 
man were continually broken; the 
visit of Mr. Percival was always 
“unexpectedly prevented ” by one 
cause or another. Stanton arrived 
at the conclusion that he did not 
wish to meet Clide, and that, more- 
over, he was constantly at the asy- 
lum unknown to them, and that the 
only way*to see him would be to lie 
in wait and collar him, and make 
him speak out by main force, since 
he would not do it otherwise. Mr. 
de Winton saw difficulties in the 
way of this summary method of 
proceeding, but his valet entreate ? 
him to leave it in his hands and 
not trouble himself about that. 
Clide had small confidence in the 
diplomatic skill of his man, but he 
could trust him not to do anything 
dangerously rash; so he asked no 
questions, but let him follow his 
own devices for catching Mr. Per- 
cival. ‘That gentleman, however, 
proved himself a match for Stantoz=. 











He was not to be taken either by 
stratagem or force; and though 
Stanton dodged about the park 
gates, and recruited a small police 
force, amongst little boys on the 
lookout for a penny,to skulk about 
late and early to watch the comers 
and goers from the asylum, and give 
him timely warning, it led to no- 
thing*but vain hopes and frequent 
disappointments. 

Clide was growing sick to death 
of the miserable business. He had 
been more than two months now 
stationed at his post. Isabel’s illness 
had made two-thirds of that time 
utterly useless to him; but it was 
now afull week since the doctor 
had declared her convalescent, and 
he seemed no nearer the solution 
of her identity than when he first 
descried her through the panel of 
the door. He determined at last 
one morning to go in and speak out 
his mind to the medical man. He 
told him that he insisted on an in- 
terview with Mr. Percival, or else he 
would take steps in the matter which 
might be disagreeable to all parties. 
It was quite inexplicable, he said, 
that they should not have been able 
to find an opportune moment or 
letting him approach the patient all 
this time, and the persistent obsta- 
cles that were thrown in the way of 
an interview with the man who call- 
ed himself her guardian led him to 
infer that both Mr. Percival and the 
doctor were in league to prevent 
her identity being tested and estab- 
lished, 

The effect of this broadside was 
startling. But although it took the 
doctor entirely by surprise, it did 
not throw him off his guard or 
cisturb his presence of mind. He 
looked at the speaker for a moment 
in silence, and then said in a per- 
fectly cool and collected manner : 
“I see there is no use in playing 
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at this game any longer. I have 
humored you up to this, and borne 
with your mania, because I knew it 
was amania. It has been plain to 
me from the third time I saw you, 
Mr. de Winton, that you were 
yourself the victim of a delusion 
and an eligible candidate for a Juna- 
tic asylum. I have prevented Mr. 
Percival from taking steps to have 
you confined—the law empowers 
us to do so when a madman threat- 
ens the security and honor of an- 
other—because I hoped the mono- 
mania would wear itself out with 
patience. I find I have been mis- 
taken. I shall interfere no farther 
with Mr. Percival in his legitimate 
desire to protect the lady who is 
under my care from your persistent 
persecution. She is no more your 
wife than she is mine. Your story 
about her is as groundless as the 
ravings of a man in fever.” 

While the doctor delivered him- 
self of this attack Clide stared at 
him in stupefaction. He-saw the 
medical man’s glance fixed on him 
with the expression of one who 
was versed in the art of reading 
the mind through that lucid and 
faithful ‘interpreter—the eye. But 
though he was both shocked and 
indignant, he was not a whit fright- 
ened; he bore the scrutiny without 
flinching, without dropping his lid 
once, 

“You are a clever ‘tactician, I 
see,” he said coolly. “ Carrying the 
war into the enemy’s country is 
one of the desperate strategies of a 
darirg general, but it is sometimes 
more fatal to the invader than to 
the invaded. You have now thrown 
off the mask and shown me exactly 
what manner of man I have to 
deal with, and I shall resort to 
other means than those I have 
hithertc employed for seeing the 
patient whom I am now absolutelv 
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and fully convinced is no other 
than my unhappy wife.” 

He rose, and was leaving with- 
out further parley when the doc- 
tor cried out: 

“ You can see her this moment, if 
you choose—that is, if you choose 
to be guilty of homicide. I am 
prepared to state before the first 
men in the faculty, and to stake my 
character on the assertion, that—if 
she be your wife—the sight of you, 
supposing that it brings recognition, 
will be fatal to her life by causing 
the rupture of a vessel on the brain. 
Come back with any qualified wit- 
nesses you think fit, and I will re- 
peat this in their presence, and 
then, on your responsibility, I wiil 
conduct you to the patient.” 

Clide made no answer, but left 
the house, and was soon on his 
way to Piccadilly in a cab. The 
admiral had come to town the 
night before; it was partly the 
desire to be able to give his uncle 
some definite information concern- 
ing the inmate of the mad-house 
that had driven him to burn his 
ships and have it out with the doc- 
tor. 

The cab stopped, and as Clide 
alighted he was accosted by a 
friendly voice and the grip of a 
heavy hand on his shoulder. 

“ Hallo, De Winton! How are 
you? Where have you turned up 
from ?” ° 

It was Ponsonby Anwyll’s voice; 
he looked in the highest state of 
elation, blonder amd burlier than 
ever, the very picture of good tem- 
per, good digestion, and general 
prosperity. 

The sight of him jarred on Clide ; 
he had naturally a vindictive feel- 
ing toward pour Ponsonby since 
that random shot of Sir Simon’s 
about his making Franceline a good 
husband by and by. He did 
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not believe a word of it; bat it 
made him feel savagely to the 
young squire, nevertheless. How 
dare he behave so as to get his 
name coupled with hers at all ? 

“TI have been hanging about 
town for some time,” returned Clide 
as stiffly as he could without being 
uncivil, “I suppose you’re on 
leave? Or perhaps quarftred 
somewhere hereabouts ?” 

“Quartered! No such luck! 
We're vegetating in Devonshire 
still, I'm sorry to say; but there'll 
soon be an end of it for me I 
mean to sell out and settle down 
one of these days. I’ve come up 
to try and get a month’s leawe, I 
think I'll succeed, too, the colonel 
is such an awfully good fellow; 
and what do you think I’m going 
todo with it?) Where do you think 
I’m going to spend it ?” 

“ How should I know ?” 

“At Nice! Sir Simon Harness 
has asked me over to stay at his villa 
there; the De la Bourbonais are 
there, you know. You'll be glad 
to hear that Franceline has made 
a splendid recovery of it, and the 
count has picked up wonderfully 
too. ... Oh! I beg a thousand 
pardons. Pray allow me!.. .” 
‘This was to an old lady whose um- 
brella he had whisked into the 
middle of the street with a touch 
of his stick, that he kept swinging 
round while he held forth to Clide- 
When he had picked it up and 
dusted it, and apologized three 
times over, he went on to say: 
“Why shouldn’t you run over and 
see them all too, eh? You used 
to be very friendly with the count, 
eh? And Sir Simon would be en- 
chanted to see you. ‘There’s no- 
thing he likes so much as being 
come down on by a friend unawares, 
you know.” 

“T never gratify my friends in 














that respect,” said Clide freezingly ; 
“ f always wait to be invited. Are 
youto bea large party at the villa?” 

“TI don’t fancy so; but I real- 
ly don’t know. The only invita- 
tions I know of are myself and 
Roxham. He’s a capital fellow, 
Roxham ; I'm glad we are going to- 
gether. I wish you’d come too, 
though, eh? Perhaps you'll think 
it over and pop down on us one 
of these days when we least expect 
it? Have you any message 
Sir Simon or any of them ?” 

“My best respects to M. de la 
Bourbonais. and his daughter. 
Good-afternoon. A pleasant jour- 
ney to you!” 

“Wish me good-luck about the 
leave first!” said the good-natured, 
obtuse dragoon as he strode on, 
laughing. 

“ The lumbering idiot! How I 
should like to kick him! The im- 
pudence of the lout calling her 
Franceline!” This was Mr. de Win- 
ton’s soliloquy as he stood looking 
after Ponsonby, giving at the same 
time a pull to the bell as if the 
house were on fire. 

The admiral was out. Cromer, 
his old valet, who had first sounded 
the signal about Isabel, happened to 
be at his master’s for the day, and 
said he believed he had gone to see 
Master Clide. Clide jumped back 
into his cab and told the man to go 
like the wind, as he wanted to over- 
take some one. His reflections on 
the way were none of the pleasantest. 
What was bringing Ponsonby An- 
wyll to spend a month at Sir Simon’s 
while M. de la Bourbonais and his 
daughter were there ?. What but to 
marry Franceline? Had she, then, so 
completely forgotten Clide? Why 
not? If his love for her had a tithe 
of the unselfishness it boasted, he 
ought to be the first to rejoice at 
it; to be glad that she was happy 
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and was about to become the wife 
of a good and honorable and warm- 
hearted man whom she loved. Did 
she love him? could she love him ? 
—a lump of red and white clay with 
as much soul as a prize bull! She 
that was such an ethereal, lily crea- 
ture—how could it be possible ? 
What could any girl see in him to 
love? If this was an irrational and 
unfair estimate of Ponsonby’s out- 
ward and inward man, it was natu- 
ral enough on Clide’s part. No. 
man, be he ever so reasonable, is 
expected to do justice to the claims 
of any other man to be preferred 
by the woman he loves. But Clide 
was more savage with Sir Simon 
even than with Anwyll. What bus- 
iness had he to go meddling at mak- 
ing a match for Franceline? Why 

could he not have let her alone, 
and let destiny take its course— 
or, to put if in a more concrete 
shape, let Clide de Winton take his 
chance? Clide did not consider 
that his chance virtually had no ex- 
istence whatever in Sir Simon’s cal- 

culations. He. believed that Isa- 

bel’s identity was established be- 

yond a doubt, and that this fact, 

much as he might regret it, exclud- 

ed Clide for ever from having any 

part in Franceline’s destiny. He 

believed, moreover, or he wished to 

believe—which with the sanguine 

Sir Simon meant one and the same 

thing—that Clide had quite got over 

his passton malheureuse for France- 

line, but, whether he had or not, it 

could not be helped; he could not 

marry her, and it was preposterous 

to expect that she was to remain 

unmarried out of consideration for 

hisfeelings. Here was an admirable 

settlement in life that presented it- 

self, and it was Sir Simon’s duty, as 

her self-elected guardian and her 

father’s oldest friend, to do all in 

Lis power to secure it to her. 
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Oh! but if Franceline would 
but wait a little longer—it might be 
such a very little while—until Clide 
was free! “ What a pitiful thing a 
woman’s love is compared to a 
man’s! If I had been in her posi- 
tion, and she in mine,” he thought, 
“T would have waited a lifetime 
for her!” 

You see Clide was assuming, in 
spite of his oft-sighed hopes to the 
contrary, that Franceline did love 
him. He argued the point bitterly 
in his mind, accusing her and ac- 
quitting her and cursing his own 
fate all in the same breath, as he 
rattled over the stony street. But 
the cursing brought no relief. Help 
was nowhere at hand. In the old 
story-books, when a man found 
himself at bay with difficulties, he 
called the devil to the rescue, and 
the devil came. These delightful 
legends generally represent him in 
spectacles and a bottle-green coat ; 
they may sometimes differ as to 
the precise color of the coat, but 
they all agree that he was the most 
accommodating practitioner, often 
volunteering his services without 
waiting to be asked. When it 
came to striking a bargain, no one 
was more liberal thanhe. The man 
in difficulties made his own terms: 
unlimited wealth, a long life with 
the lady of his choice, the sweet 
triumphs of revenge—one or all of 
these the devil would concede with 
the utmost generosity; all the 
client had to do in return was to 
scratch his name to a bit of paper, 
signing his soul away—a sort of 
post-obit bill to be presented at 
some period that was not always 
even of necessity specified. 

If this obliging old legendary 
personage had appeared at this 
juncture to Clide de Winton, I sus- 
pect he would have had little 
difficulty in striking a bargain with 
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him. To be free; to burst at once 
this odious, insufferable chain that 
must soon be dissolved by death ; 
to be able to seize the prize that 
was about to be snatched from him 
at the very moment he felt sure 
that a little delay would have se- 
cured it to him for ever—to obtain 
this Clide would have signed away 
his life, ay, and his soul’s life too, 
for the asking. No-evil one, it is 
true, presented himself in a bottle- 
green coat or any other visible 
attire, but one, nevertheless, got 
close enough to the distracted 
lover’s ear to whisper a proposal 
audibly: An invisible devil jumped 
into the cab with him, and sat close 
to him all the way from Piccadilly 
home, and never ceased urging, 
pleading; no tongue of flesh ever 
spoke more distinctly : 

“You have the game in your 
own hands. The doctor is out now. 
You know your way to her room. 
No ene will stop you. Go straight 
up, and walk in, and address your 
wife; you are her husband, and 
have a right to doit. The shock 
will kiil her; but what of that? 
What is life to her that any merciful 
man should wish to prolong it? 
Death will be the cessation of men- 
tal and bodily anguish to her, poor 
raving maniac, and it will set you 
free—free to marry Franceline. 
You know Franceline loves you. 
‘The mercy will then be for her too; 
if she marries Ponsonby Anwyll, it 
will be only to please her father. 
She will be miserable ; it will break 
her heart. Go and save both her 
and yourself.” 

When the tempter comes armed 
with such weapons as these, and 
finds us in the mood in which Clide 
was as he drove home through the 
noisy streets into the quiet suburb, 
the issue of the struggle, if sirug- 
gle there be, is hardly doubtful. 
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There was a strugyle in this case. 
You could see it in the feverish 
movements of the tempted man; 
he could not sit still, but kept shift- 
ing his limbs as we are apt to do 
when there is no other escape from 
the steady contemplation of our 
thoughts. One moment he leaned 
back with his hands thrust deep in- 
to his pockets, and stared out of 
the window; the next he started 
forward and bent down on his 
knees, as if examining closely some- 
thing at his feet. He took off his 
hat, smoothed it with his coat- 
sleeve, pushed back his hair, and 
put his hat on again. This physical 
agitation seemed to bring him no re- 
lief. He drew out his pocket-book 
and read over attentively the merg- 
oranda of the day before—ap- 
pointments at the club, with his 
tailor, books that he had dotted 
down for reading; but while he 
perused these commonplace items 
the voice of the tempter kept on 
whispering, louder and _ louder, 
sweeter and sweeter. ‘Ihe dusty 
cab was the temple of a vision. 
Franceline stood before him, with 
her arms outstretched; she drew 
nearer, she called him by his name; 
he felt her breath upon his cheek, 
the soft touch of her hand in his. 
Could sin come to him in such 
guise as this? His features for a 
moment were convulsed, swayed by 
the terrible conflict. Gradually the 
combat ceased, and an expression, 
not of calm, but of rigid determi- 
nation, settled on them; the dark 
brows drew together, making that 
black line across the forehead which 
gave to Clide’s face its peculiar, 
strong individuality. He had not 
accepted the tempter’s arguments, 
but he had accepted the issue they 
pointed at, twisting reasons to 
his own purpose, and adopting the 
sophistry of passion: “I will go 
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and accost her, Ten to one—what 
do I say? a hundred to one, she is 
not my wife. The absence of the 
silver tooth ought to have con- 
vinced me of that long ago. It 
ought to have settled the non-iden- 
tity from the first; for Percival says 
he never heard of such a thing. 
As to its killing her, supposing she 
be my wife, it’s all nonsense; the 
fellow is in Percival’s pay, and 
that’s why he has fought out so 
against my seeing her. I'll defy 
him once for all, and make an end 
of it one way or another.” 

Clide did not, or would not, see 
the palpable paradox that there was 
in this train of reasoning; but deaf- 
en himself as he might by sophistry 
and inclination, he could not drown 
the voice of conscience, that clam- 
ored so as to make itself heard 
above every other. 

“Has the admiral been here ?” 
was his first question as he sprang 
out of the cab and rushed up-stairs. 

“Yes, sir; him and Mr. Simp- 
son.” 

“Ah! Simpson. Are they long 
gone ?” 

“Not above a good quarter of 
an hour. They’re not gone very 
far; they’re over yonder,” said 
Stanton, with a knowing jerk of 
his head in the direction of the 
asylum. 

Clide started. 

“What do youmean? What are 
they gone to do there ?” 

“They’re just gone to have it 
out with the doctor, sir. Mr. Simp- 
son says it’s all gammon about your 
not being let see her. He’s gone 
over to insist on seeing her him- 
self—him and the admiral; and 11 
the doctor refuses to let them up, 
Mr. Simpson'll set the law on him.” 

“Good God! they will kill her. 
They have done it already per- 
haps! I am too late to stop them !” 
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said Clide, white to the lips, and 
taking a stride towards the door. 
‘The room reeled round him. Was 
he going to be an accomplice in 
the marder of his wife? He would 
at that moment have renounced 
Franceline for ever to prevent the 
act that a few minutes ago he was 
bent on committing. 

Stanton was frightened. 

“Stay you here, Master Clide,” 
he said, taking him by both arms and 
forcing him into a chair. “ Don’t 
you take on like that. I'll run 
across and stop ’em. ‘There an’t no 
‘arm done; the doctor’s never in 


the ’ouse at this hour, and they never, 


‘ud let them hup without him. You 
stay quiet while I run after them. 
I'll be back in no time.” 

Clide made no resistance; he let 
himself drop into the chair in a 
kind of stupor. ‘The sudden reac- 
tion, coming ciose upon the fierce 
mental conflict he had gone through, 
acted like a blow on a drunken 
man; it stunned and felled him. 

“Go, then, and be quick, for 
God's sake!” he muttered. 


Ten minutes went by, and thea 
fifteen, and Clide began to wonder 
what was keeping Stanton. 

He could bear the suspense no 
longer, but took up his hat and 
went to see what caused the delay. 

Stanton, meantime, had not been 
amusing himself. In answer to 
his inquiries the porter informed 
him that the two gentlemen he was 
looking for had called at the house 
and asked to see the doctor, and, 
on hearing that he was out and not 
expected home for half an hour, 
had declined to come in, but were 
walking about the place waiting 
far him. Stanton hesitated a mo- 
ment whether he should run home 
at once with this reassuring news 
to his master, or fetch the admiral 


and Mr. Simpson, and bring them 
back with him; he decided for the 
latter and set off to look for them. 
The grounds were spacious and 
thickly planted enough to admit 
of two persons easily getting out 
of sight for a few minutes; but 
when Stanton had looked all round, 
walking hastily from avenue to alley, 
and could see no trace of the two 
gentlemen, he began to think they 
must have changed their minds and 
gone away. He wenton, however, a 
good way behind the house until 
he came on a low brick wall that 
he fancied must mark the limits of 
the premises. - He was about to turn 
back when he heard a loud, shriil 
scream proceeding from the other 
side of the wall. He ran along by 
it till he saw a door that was ajar, 
and then, without pausing to con- 
sider where he was going or what 
he was doing, rushed in and ran on 
in the direction of the scream. 
Presently he heard voices raised in 
angry strife. A few more steps 
brought him in presence of Admi- 
ral de Winton, Mr. Simpson, and a 
third gentleman. ‘They were dis- 
puting violently, The admiral was 
supporting a woman who had ap- 
parently fainted; the stranger was 
expostulating and trying to take 
her from him; Mr. Simpson was 
standing between them, speaking 
in loud and authoritative tones: 

“Very well, very good; we shall 
see if it is asyousay. But wemust 
see for ourselves; we must find 
out if there was nothing in her cry- 
ing out ‘Clide! Clide!’ the mo- 
ment she saw this gentleman and 
heard his voice. Stand back! 
Don’t lay a finger on him or on 
her! I d know what I am doing 
—I know better than you do. 
Stand off, I tell you!” 

The stranger was, however, de- 
termined to make a fight for it, and 
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was answering in a bullying, inso- 
lent manner when Stanton came up. 

“Tknow that voice! Where have 
I heard it?” was the valet’s first 
thought as the loud, has:h tones 
fell on his ear. 

There was a garden seat close 
at hand, ‘The admiral was carry- 
ing the fainting woman towards it. 
Stanton ran furward to help. 

“Go to the house and call for 
proper assistance,” said Mr. Simp- 
son shortly to the stranger. “ You 
know where to find it, I suppose ; 
you know the house.” 

“T know I sha’n’t move from this 
while my child is at the mercy of 
two escaped lunatics! ‘That’s what 
I know,” retorted the other sav- 
agely. 

The words were not out of his 
mouth when Stanton was at his 
throat, collaring him with both 
hands. 

“You scoundrel! I’ve caught 
you at last,” hesaid. ‘“ You villain 
of villains! I'lldo for you! He’s 


the fellow that called himself Pren- 


dergast, and that’s master Clide’s 
wife !” 

All this took much less’ time to 
enact than to relate. The scream 
which had brought Stanton to the 
spot had been heard by an atten- 
dant; there was always one on the 
watch in the neighborhood of the pa- 
tients’ garden, and she came hurry- 
ing up in an instant. 

“Who are you all, and what are 
you doing here?” she cried, cast- 
ing an alarmed look at the three 
men and at the lifeless figure 
stretched on the wooden seat. 

“A couple of escaped lunatics !” 
shouted Mr. Percival, struggling 
furiously. Stanton was holding him 
by the collar, while Mr. Simpson 
pinioned him from behind, the ad- 
miral standing meantime, bent in 
eager scrutiny, over the strange 


figure, decked out in faded flowers 
and ribbons, that lay insensible be- 
fore him. 

“Come here!” he said, beckon- 
ing to the attendant; “come and 
attend to this poor creature, and 
leave those gentlemen to settle 
their business alone.” 

The woman evidently felt that 
this was what it most concerned 
her to do; she allowed the admiral 
to lift the patient in his arms, while 
she guided him into the house. 
They had just entered by a back 
door when Clide de Winton walk- 
ed by in search of Stanton. ‘The 
porter had directed him to “ some- 
where about the grounds,” and, 
after looking in vain up and down 
the avenues, he was going to give it 
up in despair when he saw the 
door in the garden wall, now wide 
open, and heard a voice which he 
recognized as Stanton’s, “ Come 
on! You may as well give in and 
come quietly; bad language and 
kicks will only make it worse for 
you, you rascal !”’ 

Clide was quickly on the spot, 
and beheld Stanton and Mr. Simp- 
son wrestling desperately with a 
man whose fury seemed a match 
for their united strength. 

“T’ve caught him, Master Clide! 
We have him tight—that rascal 
Prendergast! You an’t he? You 
be choked for a liar!” 

Clide stood for a moment con- 
founded. There was not a trait of 
resemblance, as far as he could 
see, between the stout, full-bodied 
man with jet black hair, and the 
gray-haired, thin, miserable-looking 
mortal whom he remembered as 
Mr. Prendergast. His first idea was 
that Stanton had made another 
outrageous mistake, as in the case 
of Miss Eliza Jane Honey. 

“Who are you? You are not 
the Mr. Prendergast I knew, are 
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you?” he said, addressing 
stranger. 

“Of course Iam not! I never 
saw you or this madman in my 
life! My name is Mathew Perci- 
val; my daughter is unfortunately a 
patient in this asylum, and this fel- 
low will have it that she is his wife !” 

“My master’s wife, you scoun- 
drel! Don’t think to come over 
us with making believe not to un- 
derstand! She’s Mr. Clide de 
Winton’s wife!” said Stanton, tak- 
ing a tighter grip, as if he feared 
the prize might make a sudden 
dart and escape from him. 

“ You are the man whocalled him- 
self Prendergast, and whose niece, 
as you then called her, I married!” 
said Clide. The voice and the broad 
Scotch accent were unmistakable, 
though the speaker had made an 
effort to disguise them. “ You say 
she is your daughter now. Speak 
the truth at once. The patient in 
yonder house is the Isabel Cameron 
whom I married. Let him go, 
Simpson! Stanton, let go your 
hold on him! Speak out now.” 

Mr. Prendergast, or Percival, 
looked down sullenly for a moment, 
as if making up his mind how to 
meet this challenge; then he look- 
ed up with the dogged, defiant air 
of a man at bay who is resolved to 
die game. He was going to speak, 
when a woman, the same attendant 
who had just left them, came run- 
ning up in breathless haste. 

“Stanton! Which of you is 
Stanton ?” she cried. 

“Tt’s me!” 

“Then go as fast as you can and 
fetch your master! His wife is 
calling for him; run quickly, or it 
will be too late. She is dying !” 

“TI am his master! I am her 
husband! ‘Take. me with you!” 
said Clide, turning so white that 
Stanton thought he was going to 


the 
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faint and made a movement to 
give him bis arm; but Clide waved 
him away and walked on with a 
steady step. 

Something between a cry and an 
oath escaped from Percival; he 
made no attempt to follow them, 
but muttered more to himself than 
to his companions : 

“The miirder is out! There is 
nothing more to tell. She is his 
wife, and fam the Prendergast he 
knew.” 

Stanton’s fury had subsided in 
an instant, quenched by the chill 
which those words of the attendant 
had thrown upon the group: “ She 
is dying /” What had human pas- 
sion or earthly vengeance to do 
now with Isabel or Mr. Prendergast ? 
In the presence of the Great Aven 
ger all other vengeance was silenc- 
ed. ‘The three men walked on to- 
ward the house without exchanging 
aword. The porter let them in. 
The doctor, he said, had not yet re- 
turned. It did not matter; they 
would wait, not for him now, but 
for Death. 

When Clide entered the room, 
he beheld Admiral de Winton seat- 
ed beside the dying woman’s bed; 
her face was lifted toward his with 
a mute expression, half of yearning. 
half of fear, while she listened to 
the soothing words he tried to speak 
to her. The moment Clide appear- 
ed her eyes turned toward him. 
There was no mistaking the iden- 
tity now; those eyes, so faded and 
dim, were the same that had first 
fired his foolish heart with their 
dark young radiance. The cheeks, 
once round, were wan and hollow, 
the glossy, ebon hair was specked 
with gray, but the face was that of 
his long-lost wife, the Isabel of his 
boyish love. 

“You havecome! . . . You 
have come to say that you forgive 
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me!” she said in faint, low tones, 
fastening a wistful, trembling glance 
on him; for Clide did not advance 
at once, but stood on the thres- 
hold, arrested by the mournful 
spectacle, 

“Isabel!” he exclaimed, ap- 
proaching softly, and he knelt down 
and leaned over her. 

She looked at him so long with- 
out speaking that he began to 
fear she did not know him after 
all. He raised the little hand to his 
lips, and then stroked it caressing- 
ly; the action, the touch, seemed to 
strike some chord long sleeping. 
“Clide, Clide!’”” she murmured, 
and the tears rose and rolled in 
large drops down hercheeks. His 
heart was wrung with pity; there 
was no room for any other feeling. 
If she had wronged him as deeply 
as he had ever feared, he forgave it 
all. He remembered nothing but 
that they had once loved each 
other, that she had suffered cruelly, 
and that she was dying. 

“My poor Isabel! I forgive you 
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with all my heart, as I hope to be 
forgiven; so help me God!” 

He let his head fall on the pillow 
beside her and wept silently. 

Admiral de Winton made a sign 
to the attendant that they had 
better withdraw and leave them 
alone; she hesitated a moment, 
and then followed him and closed 
the door softly behind her. And 
so they were once more together— 
those two who had been joined 
and parted, and reunited now for a 
moment only before the final part- 
ing. No one disturbed them, no 
eye looked behind the curtain 
while that last sacred interview 
lasted. For three hours Clide 
knelt by the side of his dying wife, 
her hand in his, her head resting 
on his breast. He whispered words 
of tenderness and mercy to the 
wearied spirit; he told her of a 
Love greater than his, and of a par- 
don mightier and more availing, of 
which his was but the pledge and 
the forerunner. 

At sunset she died, 
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NAPOLEON I. AND PIUS VIL.* 


In the Life of Pope Pius VII. Miss 
Allies has given us a picture of rare 
beauty .and deep interest, We 
think, however, that the title of the 
book has not been well chosen. It 
is not a biography of Pius VII., but 
a history of the efforts of Napoleon 
Bonaparte to make the Papacy an 
appendage and support of the vast 
empire which he had founded with 
his sword. The materials for the nar- 
rative have been drawn chiefly from 
the Mémoires of Cardinal Consalvi 
and the Memorie Storiche of Cardinal 
Pacca, both of whom were witnesses 
of the facts which they relate. The 
author is also greatly indebted to 
the recent work of d’Haussonville, 
L’ Eglise Romaine et le Premier Em- 
pire. 

The shock of the Revolution of 
1789, which unsettled everything 
in Europe—ideas, customs, laws, 
government—could not _ possibly 
have left the church undisturbed. 
In France the goods ‘of the clergy 
were declared to belong to the na- 
tion. The churches were turned 
into temples of Reason, the convents 
converted into barracks, the priests 
who remained faithful to their con- 
sciences guillotined or sent into ex- 
ile. ‘The new republic, “one and 
indivisible,” aspired to be also uni- 
versal, and soon the clash of arms 
resounded throughout Europe. Na- 
poleon, at the head of the army of 
Italy, gained those brilliant victories 
which kindled in his heart the flame 
of an all-devouring ambition. He 
was ordered to march upon Rome, 
and he wrote to Cardinal Mattei: 
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“Save the pope from the greatest of 
evils ; be persuaded that I need only 
the will in order to destroy his pow- 
er.” Pius VI. was in consequence 
forced to sign a treaty in which he 
gave up a considerable part of his 
territory, and in the following year 
(1798) the French republic invaded 
Rome. The reign of the popes was 
declared to be at an end; the Holy 
Father was dragged away into cap- 
tivity, and in August, 1799, died at 
Valence. The following Novem- 
ber the cardinals met in conclave in 
Venice under the protection of Rus- 
sia, England, and Turkey, and elect- 
ed Barnaba Chiaramonti, who took 
the title of Pius VII., and on the 3d 
of July, 1800, entered Rome amidst 
universal demonstrations of joy. 
Just two months before Bonaparte 
had led his victorious troops across 
the Alps, and, having triumphed 
over Austria, had a Ze Deum sung 
in the cathedral of Milan for the 
deliverance of Italy from infidels 
and heretics—the Turks, namely, 
and the English. Shortly afterwards 
he informed Pius VII. of his wish 
to open negotiations for the arrange- 
ment of religious matters. The First 
Consul was preparing to assume the 
purple. “I did not usurp the crown,” 
he said; “it was lying in the mire: 
I picked it up. The people placed 
iton my head.” He felt, however, 
that an empire founded upon “ blood 
and iron” could not dispense with 
the moral support of religion. He 
therefore determined to enter into 
a Concordat with the pope. This 
resolution, we are bound to believe, 
sprang purely from political and 
selfish motives. Whilst fortune 
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smiled upon him Napoleon cared 
for religion only so far as it served 
his ambitious ends. To Menon, in 
Egypt, he wrote: “I thank you for 
the honors you have paid to our 
prophet.” In India he would have 
been for Ali, for Confucius in China, 
and in Thibet for the Dalai Lama. 
Consalvi was despatched to Paris to 
enter into articles of agreement with 
the First Consul. When the car- 
dinal presented himself before Bona- 
parte, he turned abruptly upon him 
and said: “ I know what brings you 
to France. I wish the negotiations 
to begin at once. I give you five 
days, and, if at the end of that time 
matters are not arranged, you must 
return to Rome; for my own part, I 
have already provided against such 
a contingency.” 

After many discussions the First 
Consul declared that he was ready to 
ratify the Concordat. Joseph Bona- 
parte, Bernier, and Crétet were to 
sign for the French government, and 
Consalvi, Spina, and Caselli for the 
pope. At the appointed hour and 
place they all met. Bernier held in 
his hand what he said was the Con- 
cordat, and, as the cardinal claimed 
the right of signing first, he attempt- 
ed to get him to affix his signature 
without looking at the document; 
but a glance showed Consalvi that 
a spurious paper had been substi- 
tuted, and he refused to sign his 
name. The Concordat was to be 
proclaimed at a public dinner on 
the following day; so the discus- 
sions were reopened and continued 
through the whole night, but no 
satisfactory conclusion was reached. 
The hour for the dinner arrived, 
and when the cardinal entered the 
banquet-hall Bonaparte called out 
to him in a mocking tone: 


“*So you wish to break with me, Mon- 
Sieurle Cardinal? Well, beitso! Ihave 
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no need of Rome! I have no need of 
the pope! If Henry VIIL., without the 
twentieth part of my power, was able to 
change the religion of his subjects, how 
much more able am not I! In changing 
the religion of France I shall change it 
in all Europe, in all places where my 
power is felt. When will you go?” 


“ After dinner,” replied the car- 
dinal with seeming  unconcern. 
This outburst of wrath was meant 
to frighten Consalvi: Bonaparte 
had really no intention of breaking 
so suddenly with the pope. Again 
negotiations were begun, ‘The Con- 
cordat was signed, and Joseph was 
deputed to take it to the First Con- 
sul to obtain his p/acet; but the 
great man tore the paper into a 
hundred pieces. Finally, however, 
he yielded, and the public exercise 
of religious worship was again per- 
mitted in France. 

But when Bonaparte published 
the Concordat, he added to it the 
“ Organic Articles,” by which many 
of its provisions were practically 
annulled; and he was even guilty 
of the falsehood of making it ap- 
pear that these articles were part 
of the convention with Pius VII. 
He was resolved to rule the con- 
sciences of men in the same abso- 
lute way in which he commanded 
his army. The bishops were re- 
quired to submit all their official 
documents to the prefects of the 
departments. To prelates who were 
particularly zealous pastorals were 
sent, made to order by the central 
bureau at Paris. A bishop was not 
permitted to appoint or remove a 
priest without Bonaparte’s permis- 
sion. Public worship was placed 
under the supervision of the police. 

On the 16th of May, 1804, the 
senate voted that Napoleon should 
assume the title of emperor. Two 
months before, with premeditation 
and in cold blood, he had nad the 
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Duc d’Enghien assassinated at Vin- 
cennes; and this stain upon his 
name made him the more anxious 
to receive the imperial crown from 
the consecrated hands of the pope. 
A middle course was not open to 
Pius VII. He had either to accept 
Napoleon’s invitation or to declare 
himself his enemy. 

With the understanding that the 
“Organic Articles” should be re- 
pealed, and that the constitutional 
clergy should make their retracta- 
tion in his hands, the pope set out 
for Paris. In his long journey he 
was permitted to stop but twice, and 
upon his first meeting the new em- 
peror he was treated in the most 
uncivil manner. 

On the eve of the coronation 
Pius VII. received a visit from 
Josephine. She came to unburden 
her heart to him. The church had 
never blessed her marriage with 
Bonaparte, and she felt that this 
would probably be her last oppor- 
tunity to have this matter arranged. 
The pope declared that he would 
not assist at the coronation unless 
the marriage was first contracted 
according to the rite of the church. 
The duplicity of Napoleon had 
deeply wounded the Holy Father, 
and the emperor’s wrath could not 
shake the pope’s firmresolve. During 
the night preceding the coronation, 
therefore, Cardinal Fesch performed 
the marriage ceremony in the chapel 
of the Tuileries in the presence of 
two witnesses. When the moment 
for the coronation came, Napoleon 
took the crown from the altar of 
Notre Dame, and himself placed it 
on his head. He had given the 
Holy Father his word that there 
should be but one coronation; in 
violation of this promise he had 
himself crowned a second time in 
the Champ de Mars. He crammed 
for his interviews with the pope, in 


order to astonish him by his know- 
ledge of church history. Already he 
was pondering over the thought of 
keeping the Holy Father in France. 
The archiepiscopal palace was to 
be fitted up for Pius VII. and re- 
served exclusively for the Pontifical 
Court. When this was intimated to 
the pope, he replied that it had 
not been unforeseen ; before leaving 
Rome he had signed a formal abdi- 
cation, in case he should be forcibly 
detained in France. The document 
was in Palermo in the hands of 
Cardinal Pignatelli; the emperdér 
might imprison Barnaba Chiaramon- 
ti, the simple monk, but not Pius 
VIL., the Vicar of Christ. 

The subject was dropped. The 
petty jealousy and dread of rival pow- 
er or popularity which was so mark- 
ed a feature in Napoleon's character 
could not be concealed whilst the 
Holy Father remained in Paris as an 
independentsovereign. He was not 
allowed to celebrate pontifical Mass 
at Notre Dame on Christmas day; 
and he was hurried off to Macon 
before Easter, and thence contin- 
ued his journey back to Rome, 
having refused to assist at the cere- 
mony of Napoleon’s coronation at 
Milan as King of Italy. 

Jéréme Bonaparte, a younger 
brother of Napoleon, had married a 
Protestant girl in the United States, 
and the emperor, who wished his 
brothers and sisters to make matri- 
monial alliances with the most pow- 
erful families of Europe, applied to 
the pope to annul the marriage. 
Pius VII. declared that he had 
no power in the case. Napoleon 
sought revenge by meddling still 
further with the affairs of the church 
in Italy, and by taking forcible 
possession of Ancona, a portion of 
the papal territory. The Holy Fa- 
ther protested in a letter dated the 
13th of November. 18¢5, which 
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Napoleon did not find time to an- 
swer till January 7, 1806. In those 
two months he had brought to a 
close one of his most brilliant cam- 
paigns, had conquered the empe- 
rors of Austria and Russia, and 
dictated terms to all Europe. 

In reply to the protest of the 
Holy Father Napoleon wrote to his 
ambassador at Rome in the following 
style: “The pope has written me 
a most ridiculous, a most foolish let- 
ter. These people thought I was 
dead. . . . Since these idiots do 
not object to the possibility of a 
Protestant occupying the throne of 
France, I will send them a Protestant 
ambassador. . . . I will change no- 
thing outwardly, if people behave 
themselves with me; but otherwise 
I shall reduce the pope to be bi- 
shopof Rome. Really, nothing is so 
wanting in sense as the court of 
Rome.” 

Only the Emperor of Russia and 
the King of England he declared 
were masters in their own states, 
because they had no pope to trou- 
ble them. 

A month later (February, 1806) 
Pius VII. received another letter 
from Napoleon. 


“Your Holiness,” he wrote, “ must 
profess the same regard for me in the 
temporal order as I profess for you in the 
spiritual order. All my enemies must 
be your enemies. That an Englishman, 
a Russian, a Swede, or a minister of the 
Sardinian king should henceforth re- 
side in Rome or in any part of your 
States is entirely unfitting. No vessel 
belonging to any of these states should 
enter your ports.” 


The Holy Father replied that he 
was unable to assent to demands 
which were opposed to the charac- 
ter of his divine mission, “ which 
owns no enmities, not even with 
those who have departed from the 
centre of unity.” Napoleon attri- 
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buted the pope’s firmness to the 
counsels of Consalvi, and he deter-- 
mined to drive him from office. 
“ Tell him,” he wrote to his ambas- 
sador, “that but two courses re- 
main open to him: always to do 
what I wish or to quit the minis- 
try.” He also informed the cardi- 
nal that none of his movements 
were unknown to him, and that 
for the first compromising act he 
should answer with his head; he 
would have him arrested in the 
streets of Rome. “These priests,” 
he said, “keep the soul for them- 
selves and throw me the carcass.” 
All this storm of imperial rage 
had broken upon the Head of the 


church because he had dared de- 


fend the honor of a Protestant girl, 
the daughter of a simple American 
citizen, against the attacks of the 
most terrible monarch of Europe. 
Napoleon’s dream was to found 
a great western empire like that of 
Charlemagne, and for the accom- 
plishment of this design he saw 
that the co-operation of the pope 
was necessary. He was therefore 
willing to defend the gope on con- 
dition that he should become his 
tool and lend himself as ap obedi- 
ent slave to his ambitious projects. 
But when he saw that there was no 
hope of bringing Pius VII. to accept 
his views on this subject, he began 
to govern the church after his own 
fashion. The bishops and priests 
who did not conform to his wishes 
were thrown into prison or forced 
to keep silence. He had his victo- 
ries proclaimed from the pulpits; 
he furnished pastorals and exhorta- 
tions in which it was made to ap- 
pear that he was the defender of 
the faith, fighting against infidels 
and heretics; he recommended that 
prayers should be said that “our 
brothers, the persecuted Catholics 
of Ireland, might enjoy liberty of 
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worship.” “Inform M. Robert, a 
priest of Bourges,” he wrote, “ of 
my displeasure. He preached a 
very foolish sermon on the 15th of 
August. L’Abbé de Coucy is a 
great worry to me. He keeps up 
too greata correspondence. I wish 
him to be arrested and put into 
amonastery.... It is really shame- 
ful that you have not yet arrested 
M. Stevens. People are too sleepy; 
else how could a wretched priest 
have escaped? . . . I see from your 
letter that you have caused a curé 
of La Vendée to be arrested. You 
have acted very wisely. Keep him 
in prison.” Allreligious newspapers 
—save one, the fYournal des Curés, 
whose publications were strictly 
supervised—were suppressed. “No 
priest,” said Napoleon, “should 
bother his head about the church 
except in his sermons.” A special 
Sunday each year was set aside to 
commemorate the coronation and 
the victories of the Grande Armée ; 
and in the sermon preached on that 
day particular mention was to be 
made of those who had fallen at 
Austerlitz. *M. Portalis was charg- 
ed with the preparation of a new 
imperial catechism, which was pub- 
lished in August, 1806. The chil- 
dren of France were taught that 
“the honor and the service of the 
emperor is one and the same thing 
as the honor and service of God ”; 
that those who were wanting in their 
duty to Napoleon rendered them- 
selves worthy of eternal damnation ; 
and that God had given the crown 
not only to him, but to his family. 
The French bishops submitted in 
silence to this orthodox imperial- 
ism. 

The next step was to deprive the 
pope of his temporal power. As 
Pius VII. had refused to enter into 
the emperor's plans for the found- 
ing of a great western empire, he 


was to be imprisoned. Napoleon 
had just annihilated the wonderful 
troops of Frederick the Great, and 
from his palace at Berlin he once 
more dictated terms to the Holy Fa- 
ther. “Let the pope,” he wrote, 
“do what I wish, and he will be re- 
paid for the past and the future.” 

All Europe, save England, was 
lying helpless at the feet of the 
conqueror; and that the pope 
should continue to defend the in- 
terests of a Protestant country 
against the power of a second 
Charlemagne was an impossible sup- 
position. 

But Napoleon was now so great 
that he refused to enter into per- 
sonal correspondence with Pius 
VII. ; so he wrote to Eugene Beau- 
harnais, the Viceroy of Italy, with 
instructions that he should commu- 
nicate his letter to the pope. 


“ They say,” wrote the emperor, “ that 
they want to publish all the evil that I 
have committed against religion. The 
idiots! They ignore, then, that there 
does not exist a spot in Italy, Germany, 
or Poland where I have not done more 
for religion than the pope has done evil. 
... What does Pius VII. mean by 
denouncing me to Christendom? Does 
he imagine that their arms will fall from 
the hands of my soldiers? .... Per- 
haps the time is not far off when, if this 
meddling in my affairs does not stop, I 
shall acknowledge the pope to be no- 
thing more than bishop of Rome, hold- 
ing a rank in all respects similar to my 
bishops. . . . In two words, this is the 
last time that I consent to treat with 
these wretched priests of Rome.” 


The pope replied to these insults 
in a letter full of meekness and hu- 
mility, in which he declared that 
he had refused Napoleon nothing 
which his consciénce would permit 
him to grant. Napoleon gave or- 
ders for the occupation of Rome 
by the French troops under Gen- 
eral Miollis; and the army passed 
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in through the open gates of the 
city on the 2d of February, 1808. 
The pope was a prisoner. ‘The 
Neapolitan cardinals were carried 
off by force; and in March all who 
were not natives of the states of 
the church were ordered to leave 
Rome. ‘The dethronement of the 
pope was proclaimed with the sound 
of the trumpet, and his dominions 
were declared irrevocably united to 
the kingdom of Italy. The Holy 
Father signed the bull of excom- 
munication, and in the night of the 
5th of July, 1809, General Radet 
broke into his apartments, arrested 
him and Cardinal Pacca, hurried 
them into a closed carriage, and 
drove out of Rome through the 
Porta Pia, accompanied by a de- 
tachment of gendarmes. The pope, 
who was ill and weak, was driven in 
great haste through Italy to Savona, 
a fortified town near Genoa, where 
he was imprisoned. 
Europe was dumb, the press was 
silent, and people dared not even 
express sympathy for the Holy Fa- 
ther. Napoleon tried to make the 
world forget that there was a pope; 
but he himself was often reminded 
of his existence. Many dioceses 
were without bishops, and. the pope 
refused to confirm those whohad been 
appointed, so long as he was depriv- 
ed of his liberty, The emperor had 
some of the highest dignitaries of 
the French church to write to the 
prisoner of Savona to represent the 
evil consequences of this refusal ; 
but to no purpose. All the cardi- 
nals were summoned to Paris to 
grace the Imperial Court. The 
’ Penitentiaria and Dataria were also 
removed thither. Napoleon sent a 
circular to the bishops, ordering 
them “to suppress the prayer to 
St. Gregory VIL. and to substitute 
another feast for that of this saint, 
whom the Gallican Church cannot 
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recognize.” Everything was “ to be 
organized as if no pope existed.” 
No priest was to be ordained with- 
outtheemperor’s permission. “Give 
orders,” hé wrote, “ to the prefect of 
the Taro department to choose fifty 
of the worst priests at Parma and 
fifty of the worst at Piacenza... .. 
Let them embark for Corsica.” 

The time had now come when 
Napoledn was resolved to be divorc- 
ed from Josephine. He consulted 
the Archbishop of Bordeaux and his 
clergy on the subject. Their reply 
was unfavorable, and he summarily 
dismissed them and had the vicar- 
general and the superior of the 
seminary deprived of their offices. 
One day, after a very silent repast 
with the empress, he broached the 
subject to her. She fell fainting to 
the floor; the emperor summoned 
the chamberlain and had her car- 
ried to her apartments. Her adieu 
to sovereignty was effected under 
trying circumstances. A grand re- 
ception took place at the Tuileries 
on the evening of her departure. 
She assisted at the funeral of her 
worldly greatness, and the fate of 
Napoleon was decided at the same 
moment by a few hurried: words 
spoken by two courtiers as they 
were leaving the imperial presence. 
Negotiations for the marriage of Na- 
poleon with the Grand Duchess 
Olga, sister of the Czar of Russia, 
were all but concluded. That night 
M. Floret, the first secretary of the 
Austrian Embassy, whispered to M. 
de Sémonville that the emperor 
might easily have the hand of Marie 
Louise of Austria. This was re- 
lated to Napoleon; the alliance with 
Russia was brokenoff; and two years 
latercame the retreat from Moscow, 
when the arms fell from his soldiers’ 
hands. Butto espouse a daughter 
of the Catholic house of Austria 
it was necessary to obtain not 
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only a civil but also.a religious di- 
vorce trom Josephine. No other au- 
thority than that of the pope, Cardi- 
nal Fesch declared, would be other- 
wise than “uncertain or dangerous” 
on the subject ; but to apply to the 
captive of Savona would be useless. 
Napoleon therefore created an ec- 
clesiastical tribunal for the occa- 
sion, over which his uncle, Cardinal 
Fesch, was appointed to preside. 
The emperor first attempted tomake 
it appear that his marriage with Jo- 
sephine in 1804 was invalid, because 
it had taken place without witnesses 
or deed; but the cardinal was able 
to show that this was nottrue. He 
next alleged as a cause of illegality 
the absence of the parish priest; 
but the faculties conferred upon 
Fesch by Pius VII. more than sup- 
plied this deficiency. As a last re- 
sort Napoleon declared that he had 
never consented to the religious 
marriage, thus openly confessing 
that he had deceived Josephine, Car- 
dinal Fesch, and the Holy Father. 
This statement, however, was pro- 
bably an after-thought and false, 
which is not surprising in an habit- 
ual liar like Napoleon. The tri- 
bunal was threatened with the anger 
of the emperor if it kept him wait- 
ing beyond acertain day. As it had 
been created only to do his bidding, 
his marriage with Josephine was 
declared null; but let us remark 
that the Holy Father had nothing 
to do with this business; he was not 
even consulted, as he had already 
given proof of what might be expect- 
ed from him in the case of Jéréme 
Bonaparte and Miss Paterson. 
Nearly all the cardinals were at 
this time living in Paris. Fourteen 
of them gave it as their opinion 
that the divorce had been rightly 
granted; thirteen others asserted 
that the tribunal was incompetent, 
and that the case should have been 


submitted to the pope. In conse- 
quence they determined not to as- 
sist at the marriage of Napoleon 
and Marie Louise. When Cardinal 
Fesch reported this to the emperor, 
he got into afitofrage. “Bah! they 
will not dare,” he exclaimed; and 
when Cardinal Consalvi, the leader 
of the thirteen, came to a public 
audience at the Tuileries eight days 
before the ceremony, Napoleon 
came up to him, stopped before him, 
gave him a thundering look, and 
passed on without speaking a word. 
As he entered the chapel of the 
Louvre for the wedding he wore an 
air of triumph; but his countenance 
grew dark when he perceived the 
thirteen were not there. 

“Where are the cardinals ?” he 
asked in an irritated tone. 

“A great number are here,” was 
the reply. 

“Ah! the fools; but they are ot 
here,” said Napoleon with another 
glance at the empty seats. “The 
fools, the foo!s !” 

He declared that it was his inten- 
tion to cause the resignation of these 
individuals, and that henceforth 
they were to be deprived of the 
Purple. In this way arose the title 
of Black and Red cardinals. The 
property of the thirteen was seized 
and their income went to swell the 
public treasure, whilst they were 
sent to different provincial towns 
and placed under surveillance. 

The difficulty as to the appoint. 
ment of bishops to vacant diocese 
had not been settled. In May, 1810, 
Napoleon despatched two cardinals, 
most favorable to his pretensions, 
to Pius VII., whom he still held a 
prisoner in Savona, to persuade the 
pope to confirm the bishops ap- 
pointed by the emperor; but the 
Holy Father was immovable. Na- 
poleon thereupon resolved to make 
his own bishops and dispense wit! 
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the papal confirmation. Cardinal 
Fesch, who had accepted the title of 
Archbishop-elect of Paris,,now re- 
fused to take possession of his see 
without the approval of the pope. 

“T can force you to obey me,” 
said Napoleon to his uncle. 

“Sire, potius mori,” replied the 
cardinal, 

“Ah! ah! potius mori—rather 
Maury. Be itso. You shall have 
Maury.” Cardinal Maury accept- 
ed, and in a few days his vicar-gen- 
eral was arrested and sent to the 
dungeon of Vincennes, where he re- 
mained till the fall of the empire. 
About the same time Vincennes 
opened its gloomy gates to Cardi- 
nals di Pietro and Gabrielli. This 
was in 1811. Pius VII. had been 
in prison for twe years. Napoleon 
now ordered his jailers to treat him 
with greatet severity. No person 
was allowed to see him without the 
emperor’s permission ; and for vio- 
lating this regulation some priests 
from Marseilles were thrown into a 
filthy dungeon. All letters to and 
from the Holy Father were submit- 
ted to the inspection of the keeper 
of the prison. 


“It is useless for the pope to write,” 
said Napoleon ; “the less he does, the 


better it will be. The less that 
which he writes reaches its destination, 
the better. I trouble myself 
very little as to what he may do. a's 
Let him be told that it is distressing for 
Christendom to own a pope so ignorant 
of what is due to sovereigns, but that the 
State will not be disturbed, and good 
will be effected without him.” 


On the 8th of January, 1811, 
experts sent from Paris entered the 
episcopal palace at Savona, where 
the Holy Father was confined, open- 
ed his doors and drawers, searched 
his correspondence, unsewed his 
clothes, and broke open his desk, 
in order to discover something that 


might incriminate him. They even 
took away his breviary and the Office 
of the Blessed Virgin. He was also 
ordered to deliver up the Ring of the 
Fisherman ; but, justly suspecting 
that it would be used for fraudulent 
purposes, he broke it in two and 
handed the pieces to Napoleon’s 
agent. A moral terrorism reigned 
over the religious world in France 
and Italy. The emperor’s ven- 
geance pursued even ladies who 
gave alms to the Black cardinals. 
The cardinals, bishops, and priests 
who had spoken-against his tyranny 
were in prison; the rest remained 
silent. 

Napoleon now called a National 
Council to devise measures for gov- 
erning the church without the assis- 
tance of the pope. The French 
bishops had for the most part been 
kept ignorant of the precise nature 
of the trouble between himself and 
Pius VII., and he intended by this 
new move to impress upon the 
mind of the Sovereign Pontiff that he 
could not rely upon the support of 
the bishops. First, however, a de- 
putation was sent to the pope to 
urge upon him the pressing necessity 
of conforming without further delay 
to the will of the emperor. Pius 
VII. was at this time in very feeble 
health, and Napoleon did not hesi- 
tate to bribe his physician, Dr. Por- 
ta, that he might inform the mem- 
bers of the deputation of the most 
favorable opportunity to take ad- 
vantage of the weak and suffering 
state of the Holy Father to wring 
from him the desired concessions. 
For some days those who surround- 
ed him were able to attest the pre- 
sence of all the symptoms of mad- 
ness. 


“ You will have seen,” wrote his jailer 
to the Minister of Worship, “ by my last 
letters that the uncertainty of the pope 
when he is left to himself goes to the 
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length of affecting his reason and his 
health. At present the mental alienation 
has passed off.” 


Still, the bishops sent by Napoleon 
to Savona were obliged to return 
without the pope’s signature to the 
document of concessions. ‘The Na- 
tional Council was opened on the 
17th of June, in the Cathedral of 
Notre Dame, under the nominal 
presidency of Cardinal Fesch. The 
opening discourse was delivered 
by Mgr. de Boulogne, Bishop of 
‘Troyes, who spoke in eloquent and 
burning words “of the Supreme 
Head of the episcopate, without 
whom it resembles a branch sepa- 
rated from the tree and withered, 
or a vessel tossed by the waves with- 
out rudder or steersman.” 

“This see may be removed,” he 
said, “ but it cannot be destroyed. 
Its magnificence may be taken away, 
but never its strength. Wherever 
this see shall establish itself it shall 
draw all others around it.” These 
words fell like burning coals in the 
midst of the assembly and produced 
great emotion. ‘The effect had not 
died away when the Bishopof Nantes 
arose to comply with the formality of 
asking each prelate whether it pleas- 
ed him that the council should be 
opened. “ Yes,” answered the Arch- 
bishop of Bordeaux, “saving the obe- 
dience due to the Sovereign Pontiff, 
to whom I bind myself and whom 1 
swearto obey.” Then Cardinal Fesch 
in a loud voice read the oath as 
prescribed by a bull of Pius IV.: 
“T acknowledge the Holy Catholic, 
Apostolic, and Roman Church to be 
the mother and mistress of all other 
churches; I promise and swear per- 
fect obedience to the Roman pon- 
tiff, the successor of St. Peter, Prince 
of the Apostles, and Vicar of Jesus 
Christ on earth.” One by one the 
bishops bound themselves irrevoca- 
bly to the cause of Pius VII. -Na- 


poleon was furious and berated his 
uncle for “ getting up one of his 
scenes.” . Two laymen were appoint- 
ed to be present in his name at all 
future meetings of the bishops. 
Some of the courtier prelates 
drew up a fulsome address to Napo- 
leon, a kind of treatise on state theo- 
logy, which they presented to the 
members of the council for their 
signature. Mgr. de Broglie, Bishop 
of Ghent, declared he would never 
sign it. Another bishop proposed 
that “the liberty of the pope ” should 
be demanded. This was received 
with aconfused murmur of applause ; 
but Cardinal Fesch, who dreaded the 
wrath of his nephew, declared that 
the time was inopportune for such a 
request. Napoleon, unable longer 
to restrain himself, ordered the 
council to put an end to its “idle 
debates.” He gave the members 
eight days to devise an expedient 
for providing. bishops for the va- 
cant sees. As a sign of his displea- 
sure he refused to receive the coun- 
cil officially at the Tuileries. ‘The 
bishops, he said, had “ acted as cow- 
ards.” In answer to the demand 
to find an expedient for providing 
bishops for the vacant sees without 
the confirmation of the pope, the 
council declared that it would first 
be necessary to send a deputation 
to consult Pius VII. This declara- 
tion was carried by Fesch to his im- 
perial nephew. He was received 
with an outburst of anger. Napo- 
leon would soon show the bishops 
their place. When the cardinal at- 
tempted to reason with him, he 
rudely stopped him: “ What! theo- 
logy again! Where did you learn 
it? Be quiet; you are an ignora- 
mus.” He threatened to dissolve 
the council and organize a system 
of state religion, but finally drew 
up a decree himself, in which he 
falsely asserted that the pope had 
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maae the desired concessions. The 
bishops were deceived, and, with 
two exceptions, voted in favor of 
the decree: “A little reflection, 
however, convinced many of them 
of the fraud which had been prac- 
tised upon them, and they recalled 
their votes. Suddenly, on the 11th 
of July, Napoleon dissolved the 
council. The following day, at three 
o’clock in the morning, Mgr. de 
Broglie, Mgr. de Boulogne, and Mgr. 
Hirn, who had taken a prominent 
part in opposing the decree, were 
arrested in their beds and carried 
off to the prison of Vincennes. In 
August five cardinals and eight 
bishops, partisans of the emperor, 
were sent to Savona to make still 
another effort to win over Pius VII. 
to Napoleon’s plans. The Holy 
Father, who was so closely guarded 
that no one was allowed to see him 
except his bribed doctor and the 
jailer, was in total ignorance of all 
that had passed in the National 
Council. For five months, from 
September, 1811, to February, 1812, 
these cardinals and bishops used 
every argument and artifice to in- 
duce the pope to sign the decree 
of the council. 

Their efforts were successful. 
Pius VII., worn out with impor- 
tunities, feeble in body and in 
mind, wrote the brief of adhe- 
sion. But Napoleon was not satis- 
fied. He was already organizing 
his army for the fatal Russian cam- 
paign, and he wrote to his Minister 
of Worship the following instruc- 
tions: “I send you the original 
papal brief. Keep it and commu- 
nicate its contents to nobody. I 
wish to find the bishops in Rome 
on my return, to see what we can 
do. . . . The truth is, the church is 
experiencing a crisis.” His victory 
over Russia was, in his imagination, 
already an accomplished fact: he 
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would return the undisputed sove 
reign of all Europe, would gather 
the bishops in Rome, and would 
give to the church, as he had given 
to the state, a Code Napoléon. 

On the 24th of January, 1812, the 
Holy Father wrote to him in the 
most unaffected and simple manner, 
and begged to be permitted to con- 
sult disinterested counsellors and 
to have free communication with 
the faithful. Napoleon disdained 
to answer this letter, but sent 
through his Minister of Worship the 
following notification to the deputa- 
tion at Savona: “ His majesty deems 
that it is unfitting to his dignity to 
answer the letter of the pope. .. . 
His majesty pities the ignorance of 
the pope, and compassionates a 
pontiff who could have played so 
great a part, but who has become 
the calamity of the church... . 
His majesty understands these mat- 
ters of ecclesiastical jurisdiction bet- 
ter than the Holy Father... . If 
the pope cannot make a distinction 
which is simple enough to be grasp- 
ed by the most uncultivated semina- 
rian, why does he not voluntarily 
descend from the papal chair and 
leave it to a man who is less feeble 
in mind and better principled than 
he?” And now, just as he was set- 
ting out on the Russian campaign, 
he ordered that Pius VII. should 
be transferred from Savona to Fon- 
tainebleau. 

The Holy Father was unwell, but 
to this no attention was paid. Just 
before reaching the Mont Cenis he 
fell dangerously ill. The journey 
was not interrupted. A bed was 
fitted up in the carriage and a sur- 
geon procured, who, with the instru- 
ments that might be needed, ac- 
companied him. Whenthey reach- 
ed Fontainebleau nothing was pre- 
pared, and the pope had to pass 
the first night in the porter’s lodge. 
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A Guide-book of Paris, published at 
this time, informed the French that 
they possessed a “papal palace” in 
‘heir capital. But the end was 
drawing near. On the 24th of 
June, 1812, Napoleon crossed the 
Niemen at the head of an army of 
five hundred thousand men. As he 
reached the opposite bank his horse 
stumbled and fell. His fatalism 
led him to consider this a bad 
omen. The Russians fled before 
him, and, after the victories of Smo- 
lensk and Borodino, he rode into 
Moscow on the 15th of September. 
It was silent as a desert, and the 
Kremlin, where he took up his resi- 
dence, was like a tomb. At mid- 
night from a hundred quarters the 
flames burst forth, and in the lurid 
light of the burning city the army 
began the fatal retreat. The weath- 
er, which had been fine, suddenly 
grew cold; sleet and snow and rain 
beat with merciless fury upon the 
men, from their benumbed hands 
their arms fell, and by the roadside 
they laid down to die. On the 18th 
of December Napoleon arrived, a 
fugitive, in Paris. In this one cam- 
paign hehad lost 250,000 men, half of 
whom had died of cold and hun- 
ger. 

With the beginning of the year 
1813 he wrote to Pius VII. and 
begged him to believe that his feelings 
of respect and veneration were inde- 
pendent of circumstances. Shortly 
afterwards he went to visit the 
Holy Father at Fontainebleau, and 
upon their first meeting for eight 
years he embraced him with every 
mark of affection. The health of 
the pope was wretched, and advan- 
tage was taken of his weak condi- 
tion to obtain still further conces- 
sions. 

Upon the promise of Napoleon 
to liberate the imprisoned cardinals, 
bishops, and priests, Pius VII. signed 


the Concordat of Fontainebleau— 
an act which he almost immediately 
recalled, and which he never ceased 
to regret. When the faithful Pacca, 
after so long a separation, was at 
length admitted to his presence, 
he expressed his admiration for the 
pope’s heroic constancv. 


“ But finally,” cried out the Holy Father 
in anguish, “ we have sullied our con- 
science. Those cardinals dragged me to 
the table and made me sign ” 


Pius VII. was stil} held a prisoner, 
and Napoleon acted as though the 
Concordat of Fontainebleau still ex- 
isted. He appointed bishops, im- 
prisoned priests, and drafted semi- 
narians to fill up his decimated regi- 
ments. 

The victories of Lutzen and Baut- 
zen were more brilliant than impor- 
tant. In August, 1813,the Emperor 
of Austria declared against his son- 
in-law. Then came the crushing 
defeat of Leipsic, and Napoleon was 
slowly driven back upon France, 
closely followed by the allied armies. 
Orders were sent to remove Pius 
VII. from Fontainebleau, and a few 
days later the war was raging at the 
very gates of the palace which he 
had so recently occupied. gi 
on the roth of March, 1814, when all 
hope was lost, Napoleon signed a 
decree which restored his domin- 
ions to the pope. Since his remo- 
val from Fontainebleau Pius V1I. 
had been driven about through va- 
rious parts of France, closely guard- 
ed; but now that he turned his 
face toward Rome, his journey as- 
sumed the appearance of a trium- 
phal procession, and at length, on 
the 24th of May, 1814, the Feast 
of Our Lady, Help of Christians, he 
re-entered the Holy City amid the 
universal enthusiasm of his people. 
Just one month before, in the palace 
of Fontainebleau, Napoleon signed 
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the decree which declared his em- 
pire at an end; and, a fallen sover- 
eign, he passed out in silence through 
the ranks of the men whom he had 
so often led to victory. 

In his last meeting with Josephine 
he took her hand and said: “ Jose- 
phine, I have been as fortunate as 
any man upon earth. But in+this 
hour, when a storm is gathering over 
me, I have in the wide world none 
but you upon whom I can repose.” 
And in St. Helena he said to Cau- 
laincourt : “ IfI live ahundred years, 
I shall never forget those scenes; 
they are the fixed ideas of my sleep- 
less nights. I have had enough of 
sovereignty. I want no more of 
it; I want no more of it.” 

It is not easy to form a just esti- 
mate of the character of Napoleon. 
We have heard veterans who had 
fought at Austerlitz and Lutzen 
declare that when he rode along 
the line his glance did so blind the 
eye that they could not look upon 
him; and they thought so. This 
light of glory still enshrines his 
memory and dazzles us, to prevent 
us from seeing him as he was. No 
one has ever doubted his surprising 
strength ; his almost incredible pow- 
er to bear labor, whether of body 
or mind; his wonderful intellect, 
which grasped things with equal 
ease, in general and in detail; his 
unequalled ability to organize an 
army, a nation, or a continent; his 
courage, which rose superior to the 
most crushing defeat. 

But with these great endowments 
he had a coarse and selfish nature. 
He was as ready to lie as to tell 
the truth. No act that was expe- 
dient was bad. His ambitious 
ends sanctified all means by which 
they could be attained. Dissimu- 
lation, deceit, hypocrisy, betrayal 
of friends, imprisonment, murder, 

assassination, he was ready to use 
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indifferently as his purposes de- 
manded. Without moral convic- 
tions himself, he believed others 
equally devoid of them. ‘To assign 
conscience as a reason for anything 
was in his eyes pretence and hypo- 
crisy. The religious scruples of the 
pope and cardinals he held to be 
mere obstinacy and ili-will. When 
Pius VII. declared he had not the 
power to annul the marriage of 
Jerome with Miss Patterson, Napo- 
leon saw in this only a desire to 
take revenge for the way in which 
he had been insulted at the coro- 
nation. After having persecuted 
bishops and priests, keeping many 
of them in prison, during his whole 
reign, he had the impudence to de- 
clare in St. Helena that the priests 
were all for him as soon as he al- 
lowed them to wear violet-colored 
stockings. He was the coarsest 
reviler and insulted all whom he 
feared or hated. The pope and 
the cardinals were “ idiots and 
fools ”; the republicans were “ mad 
dogs and brigands”’; the King of 
Prussia was “the most complete 
fool of all the kings on earth”; 
the Spanish Bourbons were “a flock 
of sheep ”; De Broglie, the Bishop of 
Ghent, was “ a reptile’; the priests 
who disapproved of the Concordat 
were “ the scum of the earth’; and 
of the philosophers he said: “ Je 
les ai comme uge vermine sur mes 
habits.” His conduct towards wo- 
men was coarse and contemptuous. 
They ought to know nothing and 
were not fit to have opinions. He 
told Madame de Staél to go home 
and knit her stockings; the great- 
est woman was she who had the 
most children—he wanted soldiers. 
He did not conceal his contempt 
formen. “ Every year of my reign,” 
he said in St. Helena, “I saw more 
and more plainly that the harsher 
the treatment men received, the 
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greater was their submission and 
devotion. My despotism then in- 
creased in proportion to my con- 
tempt for mankind.” From 1804 
to 1815 he sacrificed to his mad 
ambition not less than five millions 
of men. Several thousand French 
subjects were shot merely for de- 
sertion. Each principal town had 
its place aux fusillades. The prisons 
of France were filled with his vic- 
tims. A more thorough tyrant than 
he never lived. Liberty of all 
kinds was odious to him. He 
hated all whom he could not en- 
slave. To be free was to be his 
enemy. While he reigned men 
spoke with bated breath, the press 
was fettered, and the church was in 
chains. In his own family he was 
a despot; he gave his brothers 
crowns, but only on condition that 
they would become his slaves; and 
when Lucien thought that even 
royal honors might be bought at too 
dear a price, he was forced to leave 
France. 

His jealousy was surpassed only 
by his vanity. “Go,” said he to his 
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soldiers, “kill and be killed; the 
emperor beholds you.” 

He had a barbaric love of vulgar 
display, and this was one of the pas- 
sions which impelled him to his 
bloody wars. No man ever had 
less heart. If he loved any one, it 
was Josephine, and her he sacrific- 
ed without a pang. Remorseless as 
destiny , which was his god, he trod 
out with the iron hoof of war right 
and life, and where he passed there 
was wailing and desolation as after 
pestilence. In his last illness on 
the desolate rock of St. Helena he 
spoke with reverence and feeling of 
religion. From the hands of the 
priest sent to him by Pius VII. he 
received the sacraments of the 
church. For six years he had. 
held in cruel confinement. Christ’s 
vicar, the gentlest of men; for six 
years he himself pined in living 
death on the barren island of St. 
Helena. It was the 5th of March, 
1821, that he died. On the tomb 
of St. Peter Pius VII. offered up 
the divine Sacrifice for the repose 
of the soul of Napoleon, 
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MODERN ENGLISH POETRY. 


Mr. STEDMAN, the author of Zhe 
Victorian Poets, appears to be a 
painstaking and conscientious wri- 
ter. He has read with extraordi- 
nary industry all the poetry of the 
period to which his criticism is lim- 
ited, including not a little which, 
if he deemed it his duty to stu- 
dy, it was not worth his while to 
naine. He has brought to this study 
a highly, although we think not 
methodically, cultivated mind and 
a retentive memory. He has a re- 
markable fluency of diction, border- 
ing occasionally on volubility, and 
a certain fecundity of illustration; 
but his words have at times a vague- 
ness, not to’say inaptness, of appli- 
cation which is not suggestive of 
clearness or depth of thought. His 
work, he will pardon us for thinking, 
is rather an “essay in” technical 
than “ philosophical criticism.” He 
himself appears to be conscious of 
this; for he writes in his preface: 
“If my criticism seems more techni- 
cal than is usual in a work of this 
kind, it is due, I think, to the fact 
that the technical refinement of the 
period has been so marked as to de- 
mand full recognition and analysis.” 
Furthermore, he informs us that he 
“has no theory of poetry”; and we 
must own that, in the absence of 
any theory of poetry, a philosophi- 
cal criticism of it seems to us to be 
out of the question. The qualities 
he requires of it “are simplicity and 
freshness in work of all kinds, and, 
as the basis of persistent growth 
and of greatness in a masterpiece, 
simplicity and spontaneity, refined 
by art, exalted by imagination, and 
sustained by intellectual power”; 


but does he understand what he 
means by this? We do not. Are 
we to understand that the only inse- 
parable qualities, the only proper- 
ties, of poetry which must charac- 
terize “work of all kinds ”—by 
which we presume he means every 
real poetical production—are sim- 
plicity and freshness? What does 
he mean by simplicity? what by 
freshness? Does he refer these 
qualities to expression only? If 
so, what does he mean by “ simpli- 
city not being excluded from the 
Miltonic canon of poetry ”? 

In the higher efforts of poetry, he 
tells us, we must still have simplicity ; 
but instead of freshness we are there 
to look for “spontaneity.” Are, 
then, “ simplicity and spontaneity ” 
the basis of persistent growth (we 
must own that even the meaning of 
this expression is hidden from us) 
and of “ greatness in a masterpiece ”’? 
No; it must be “simplicity and 
spontaneity refined by art, exalted 
by imagination, and sustained by 
intellectual power.” But will not 
the simplicity, and most assuredly 
the spontaneity, disappear in the 
“artistic refinement”? Still more 
difficult is the idea of “ simplicity 
and spontaneity exalted by imagi- 
nation” being the “basis” of a 
poetical “ masterpiece.” Poetry is 
the offspring of the imagination. 
Its excellence depends absolutely 
on the force and vigor of that intel- 
lectual power. There can be no 
poetry in its absence. And what 
other is imagination than intellec- 
tual power? 

The poetic feeling we believe to 
be the echo of the soul to God in 
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the presence of all his works. It is 
the emotion—really rapture—which 
wells up within it at the contempla- 
tion of the sensible images in which 
he reveals portions of his beauty 
in every variety and combination 
of form, proportion, color, touch, 
scent, and sound. Let the poet 
stand alone by the long margin of 
the sea on astillsummer day. What 
but it is that profound emotion of 
which he is so intensely conscious 
as he looks out upon the immense 
ocean in its still unrest, which 
the blue heavens only seem to 
limit because his power of vision 
can reach no further, and when 
he hears the mellow murmur of the 
wavelets as, rearing themselves in 
graceful curves, they fall in low 
whispers along the yellow sands, as 
if depositing some message from 
infinitude, and then rapidly with- 
draw ? 

What else is that indefinable 
transport, resembling, only in an in- 
finitely inferior degree, the ecstasy 
of a saint, which holds in suspense 
all our faculties as, in the languid 
heat of summer-tide, we stand at the 
foot of craggy heights between which 
in distant ages some river has found 
for itself a channel ; and, as we gaze 
into the impenetrable shade of the 
dense thickets which cover their 
sides, hear the distant sound of fall- 
ing waters, and scent the fresh per- 
fume of the breathing foliage, the 
river flowing past us at our feet, to 
be almost immediately hidden from 
our view by projecting headlands, 
covered, they too, with the living 
darkness of foliage crowding upon 
foliage, trees on trees ? 

The delightful trance into which 
the poetic soul is lulled by the 
beauty and truth of God speaking 
through even the least of his works 
defies analysis ; but we may say of it 
with some confidence that the objects 
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that provoke it never weary of their 
charm. And wherefore? Because 
they do not obstruct the instinct 
of immortality, the yearning for 
infinitude, which is a passion with- 
in the soul of the poet, but is wholly 
absent from no one in whom God’s 
image is not quite effaced. On the 
contrary, their apparent endless- 
ness, their want of boundary and 
definite outline, suggest infinitude, 
and awake the echoes of immor- 
tality from their profoundest depths, 
and minister to the deep yearning 
of the soul for something more 
lovely than aught of which it has 
been hitherto cognizant. 

This it is which accounts for the 
immense superiority of Gothic to 
Grecian architecture—a superiority 
so complete as to elevate it into 
quite another sphere of beauty. 
The pleasure we experience at the 
sight of the highest efforts of a 
Greek architect is almost exclu- 
sively esthetic, sensible, artistic. 
It is occasioned by sharpness of 
outline, grace of form, beauty of 
proportion. In these is the only 
poetry it can express; which can 
never, consequently, mount to sub- 
limity. It can only be beautiful 
at best. It pleases the sense, but 
the soul—of the poet, at all events— 
soon wearies of them. 

But the Gothic cathedral, with 
its soaring arches interlacing one 
another, its many naves, aisles, 
chapels, and recesses, its endless 
wealth of tracery and sculpture, 
its clustering pinnacles and spires 
pointing heavenwards, the deep 
shadows of its buttresses, and its 
many mounting roofs—in short, the 
utter absence of definiteness of out- 
line, and its grandevr as well as 
grace of form and beauty of pro- 
portion—respond, and powerfully, 
to the soul’s craving for infinitude, 
impatience of limitation, and heart- 
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yearning for the infinitely Beautiful 
and True. 

This poetic sense it is which 
causes all mere human pleasures so 
soon to pall upon us. For it is im- 
possible for the human soul to ex- 
perience any save a transient plea- 
sure from aught less than the infinite 
and eternal. Life itself is not a 
pleasure, because we know it is 
passing away. If we believed we 
should be annihilated at death, the 
pain of life would be intolerable. 

We hold, therefore, that this sug- 
gestiveness—which must not be 
confused with obscurity, an element 
antagonistic to poetry—must under- 
lie every expression of poetry, what- 
ever form it may take. A didactic 
poem is a contradiction in terms, 
although such a production may 
abound in poetical passages. It 
reminds one of the pictures one 
sees sometimes in which the paint- 
er represents with great accuracy 
a melon or grapes, a glass with 
wine in it, knives and forks, a loaf 
of bread, a cheese sometimes, not 
omitting the maggots, or a lobster 
tempts his brush—in short, any- 
thing which goes into the human 
mouth for bodily sustenance. Or- 
dinary folk gape with wonder at 
the cleverness of the imitation; 
but there is no one so dull as to 
suppose that there is in it any of 
the poetry of art. 

The visible creation is the ex- 
pression of the divine Idea in it. 
It is impossible, consequently, that 
it should not express, in all its 
infinitude of forms, modes, color, 
scent, sound, etc., the truth and 
beauty of Him who conceived it. 
it would be contrary to reason to 
suppose that he sent it forth into 
objective existence as a mere toy 
for the amusement of his august 
creature, as we throw dissolving 
views of grotesque figures upon a 
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white surface for the amusement 
of children. It was to convey to 
us intimations of himself, as well 
as snatches of his happiness. The 
spherical form of the unnumbered 
worlds; the limited power of our 
visual organ, which can only see 
the beginnings of things; perpetual 
motion; sound and scent, which 
fail not when they are no longer 
within the reach of our senses; 
the revolution, in never-ending cy- 
cles, of years, seasons, weeks, and 
days; renewed life never failing to 
come forth from rest and repose— 
ay, even from death and corrup- 
tion; imaginary horizons, vanishing 
distances, light prevailing over dark- 
ness; the thrill of awful pleasure 
with which the created soul of man 
apprehends this deep meaning of 
things—that spiritual instinct to 
which time is a pain, eternity a rap- 
ture—in all are mirrored, in every 
variety and form of grace and love- 
liness, as well as of unsightliness 
and horror, Infinitude, Immor- 
tality, God the infinitely lovable, 
because he is the infinitely Beauti- 
ful and True. 

In proportion to the strength of 
this instinct is the excellence or 
inferiority of the poetic gift. From 
this must it draw all its highest 
inspirations. Poetry is, in fact, its 
advertent expression; and thus the 
poet is, like God—only, of course, 
after a secondary and imitative 
fashion—a creator (zowrns). He 
avails himself of some of the illimi- 
table wealth of imagery in which 
God has expressed, or given objec- 
tive existence to, his own one but 
infinitely varied idea, and, by fresh 
combinations, throws them into 
really new forms or creations. Out 
of many examples that come to 
mind—for excellence in this is less 
uncommon than in the higher order 
of poetry, of which the crown and 
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lord of nature form the material— 
may be quoted the following crea- 
tion of a midsummer noon in the 
Larthly Paradise, by Morris : 

* Within the gardens once again they met, 

That now the roses did well-nigh forget ; 

For hot July was drawing to anend, 

And August came the fainting year to mend 

With fruit and grain ; so 'neath the trellises, 

Nigh blossomless, did they lie well at ease, 

And watched the poppies burn across the grass, 
And o'er the bindweed’s bell the brown bee pass, 
Stiil murmuring of his gains. Windless and bright 
The morn had been, to help their dear delight ; 
But heavy c ouds, ere noon, grew round the sun, 
And, half-way to the zenith, wild and dun 

The sky grew, and the thunder growled afar ; 

But, ere the steely * clouds began their war, 

A change there came, and, as by some great hand, 
The clouds that hung in threatening o’er the land 
Were drawn away ; then a light wind arose 

That shook the light stems of that flowery close, 
And made men sigh for pleasure.” 


This brings us to another, and an 
important, point in which it is our 
misfortune to differ from Mr. Sted- 
man. He regards poetry as an art. 
He treats it as such throughout 
this work; and as such he criticises 
it. Hence his criticism is almost 
exclusively technical; hence, too, 
it exhibits frequent inconsistencies. 
For example, amongst the proper- 
ties he assigns to the highest poetry, 
which we have already quoted, he 
places spontaneity. By this term 
he means, we presume, a freedom 
from effort, the unbidden outflow 
of imagination, not the labored pro- 
duct of teaching and practice. But 
this is utterly inapplicable to art, 
which supposes instruction, clumsy 
first efforts, and perfection acquir- 
ed only by years of toil. What 
there is of art in poetry is limited, 
or nearly so, to its expression; and 
even here the less there is of art, 
and the more of what Mr. Stedman 
means by spontaneity, the loftier 
and the more genuine the poetry. 
It is no praise but a depreciation 


* This epithet, to our mind, is a blemish in a very 
beautiful creation. In the midst of lofty and sug- 
gestive natural imagery it abruptly sinks us to a 
vulgar matter-of-fact struggle of men at fisticuffs 
armed in the product of the blacksmith’s shop. 
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of Matthew Arnold’s or Tennyson s 
poetry to trace the inspiration of 
one to Bion and Moschus and of 
the other to Theocritus.- In good 
sooth, he does the laureate injustice 
in the far-fetched examples of imi- 
tation of Theocritus he ascribes to 
him. It is the blemish of nearly 
all our modern poetry that its ex- 
pression is so labored, so technical. 
For this it is that, in the highest 
poetry, nearly all who have tried it 
have failed; none more signally 
than Tennyson in Queen Mary. 
One only has succeeded—Sir Au- 
brey de Vere. Another—whom, 
because he has so foully outraged 
the moral sense of all mankind, we 
prefer not to name until he has 
made reparation, and who, if he 
had not cast from him all sense of 
the beautiful and the true, might 
have been perhaps the greatest poet 
of the age-—is as remarkable for the 
originality and unstudiedness of his 
expression as for the brilliance and 
fecundity of his imagination. 

Mr. Stedman literally limits po- 
etry to expression. In a passage 
at the side of which is the marginal 
index, “ What constitutes a poet,” 
he writes; “ Again, the grammarian’s 
statement is true, that poetry is a 
means of expression. A poet may 
differ from other men in having 
profounder emotions and clearer 
perceptions; but this is not for him 
to assume, nor a claim which they 
are swift to grant. The lines, 

“* Oh! many are the poets that are sown 
By nature—men endowed with highest gifts, 


The vision and the faculty divine, 
Yet wanting the accomplishment of verse,” 


imply that the recognized poet is 
one who gives voice, in expressive 
language, to the common thought 
and feeling which lie deeper than 
ordinary speech. He is the inter- 
preter; moreover, he is the maker 
—an artist of the beautiful, the 















inventor of harmonious numbers 
which shall be a lure and a repose.” 

It is clear from this unintelligible 
and self-contradicting passage that 
the writer has no theory of poetry. 
Yet in it he makes a very definite 
attempt to sketch such theory, 
although he before told us_ that 
he has none. What he means 
by it being “a grammarian’s state- 
ment ” that “poetry is a means of 
expression” we know not. Had 
he asserted that poetry is the poet’s 
means of expression, we could have 
understood him without agreeing 
with him; but he identifies poetry 
with its expression. Say they must 
co-exist ; but they are not identical. 
There is not a human soul without 
a body, nor a leaf without the sap 
of the tree; but great confusion 
would ensue from identifying the 
one with the other. He goes, how- 
ever, even further than this. It 
seems to be his idea that no one 
can be a poet who does not write 
poetry. It is true he uses the term 
“recognized,” but he goes on to 
describe the poet as “an artist of 
the beautiful, the inventor of har- 
monious numbers.” But it is not 
necessary, for any one to be a poet, 
that he should be recognized as 
such. There are those who “ want 
the acomplishment of verse ” through 
the very intensity of the poetic gift. 
Their intuitions are so profound 
that language sinks under the task 
of conveying them; expression is 
overwhelmed. People never write 
more feebly than when under the 
influence of strong emotion. For 
this reason it is, too, that poetry 
may sometimes be improved by the 
travail of art, the less, however, in 
proportion to the inspiration of the 
poet. There are those, pre-emi- 
nently Shakspere, in whom the ex- 
pression is nearly as inspired as the 
poetry. 
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Ingenium miser4 fortunatius arte 
Credit, et excludit sanos Helicone Pottas 
Democritus. 

In more than one passage Mr. 
Stedman approaches the truth about 
poetry, as when he says that “ po- 
ets differ from other men in having 
profounder emotions and clearer 
perceptions ”; and again when he 
writes : “ Certain effects are suggest- 
ed by nature; the poet discovers 
new combinations within the ground 
which these afford.” If for “ef- 
fects” had been substituted “con- 
ceptions of the beautiful,” it would 
have been very near a sufficiently 
accurate description of the creative 
power of the poet; but he is ham- 
pered by his identification of poetry 
with its expression,and so, even here, 
substitutes “ effects”—which real- 
ly has no meaning in the context— 
forideas. Poetry is the intuition of 
the Beautiful and True as expressed 
in nature and in man, not an-analysis 
ofits causes andeffects. Not the least 
inspired of modern poets, Rossetti, 
has very exquisitely sung this the- 
ory of poetry in a sonnet on “ St. 
Luke the Painter ”: 


“ Scarcely at once she [Art] dared to rend the mist 
Of devious symbols: but soon having wist 
How sky-breadth and field-silence and this day 

Are symbols also in some deeper way, 

She looked through these to God, and was God’s 
priest.”’ 

The fault of almost all the modern 
English poets is that they are too 
artistic. Certainly their poetry can- 
not be blamed as carmen quod non. 

Multa dies et multa litura coercuit, atque 

Perfectum decies non castigavit ad unguem, 
But it makes too much display of 
labor. We admire its artistic skill, 
and that is its principal attraction. 
We feel that it is not nature which 
is hymning amidst so much art. 
The result of such obvious effort 
betrays the handicraft of the arti- 
san rather than the inspiration of 
the poet. It is the Versailles foun- 
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tains instead of Niagara. It cannot 
be too much insisted on that poetry 
is not one of the fine arts. The 
greater number of modern English 
poets, however, treat it as such, as 
much as is possible with only the 
imagery of words for their material. 
They are disciples rather of Horace 
than of Democritus. There is plen- 
ty of Jabor and Jitura, and of verse 
perfectum decies ad unguem ; of inge- 
nium miseré fortunatius arte but lit- 
tle. They surpass in mountain- 
labor the forgotten Lucilius, who iz 
versu faciendo sepe caput scabunt, vivos 
et rodunt ungues; but they have too 
little of “ the sacred madness of the 
bards” for admission into Helicon. 
The reason is not far to seek. We 
notice a similar phenomenon in 
Greece when religious belief was 
forced to retire before scepticism 
and the prating sophists. To the 
sceptical temper of the age is un- 
doubtedly owing the labor devot- 
ed to expression, which has done 
all it could to reduce poetry to 
an art. It has also occasioned a 
certain subjectivity, if we may use 
the word—a painful mental analy- 
sis—which is fatal to poetry. 
Robert Browning is the greatest 
offender in this regard. So pain- 
fully intense, in truth, is his intro- 
spection that he pays far less atten- 
tion to expression than his contem- 
poraries. Cut off from the divine 
suggestiveness of nature by his hard 
materialism, he does nothing but 
think; andthinking poetically rather 
than syllogistically is an unamalga- 
mation. ‘Thought and expression 
are alike confused, rugged, and 
difficult. The reader, without even 
melody of rhythm to help him on, 
stumbles and gropes through intri- 
cate sentences, parentheses in pa- 
rentheses, a startling image here 
and there; anon a whirring flight 
of poetry, or what resembles it; but 
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the wings soon droop, and the poet 
is on the earth again, or lower than 
the earth—anywhere but soaring 
heavenwards. He has in him the 
making of a poet. Had he the 
Catholic faith, his imagination would 
carry him to great heights and keep 
him there. He might have soared 
nigh. to Shakspere. His talent is 
dramatic—which is to say, his 
poetic gift is of the highest order; 
but nature has no divine sugges- 
tiveness to him, the hollow shell 
whispers no eternity in his dull ear ; 
for him man has no end, events 
no purpose; and inasmuch as man 
has a definite end, and a sublime 
one, to which events definitely con- 
tribute, he is not able to create men 
and women, a destiny, or destinies, 
in any of which should there be a 
living verisimilitude. A plot in 
which men, women, and children 
talk and act as men, women, and 
children do talk and act is out of 
his reach. His highest effort is the 
dramatic poem, in which, however, 
occur at times passages of great 
dramatic power, showing what he 
could have done had he not been a 
heathen. 

Mr. Tennyson has been the sub- 
ject of various articles in THE Ca- 
THOLIC WorLD; but so markedly 
does he contrast with Browning, 
and so noteworthy is the different 
bias given to the poetry of each by 
the materialistic spirit of the age, 
that we cannot afford to pass him 
by here in complete silence. 

We may look in vain in the poet- 
ry of the laureate for passages of 
dramatic force such as now and 
then light up the creaking, groaning 
poetry of Browning; but he never 
grovels, as the latter does very often 
indeed. 

Tennyson has strong sympathy 
with the one faith, and, as one may 
think, a kind of supernatural bias in 
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its favor, or he too, like the author 
of Paracelsis and Bishop Blosegram’s 
Apology, might have used his poetry 
as a fantastic costume for crude 
psychological problems and for the 
mind-darkness of doubt. The dis- 
tinguishing characteristic of his po- 
etry is the exquisitely artistic finish 
of its expression. Every line shows 
signs of careful toil. His genius 
has been without doubt hampered 
by it. He is more artist than poet; 
and, as though conscious of this, he 
seems to claim inspiration by an af- 
fectation of oracular obscurity. Yet 
not unseldom the refined simplicity 
of word and phrase, the grace of 
imagery, and all the artistic bril- 
liance of choicest ornament ex- 
press poetry, although never of a 
very high order. An elegiac poem 
such as Jn Memoriam, of nearly 
seven hundred quatrains, however 
beautiful in expression, has “unreal ” 
on the face of it; and that is fatal 
to its pretensions asa poem. Yet 
are there indications here and there 
of true poetic feeling. 

Painful is it, and not without 
shame, to have a difference with all 
the world of criticism. But if we 
have reason, our fellow-critics will 
not disdain us; and if we have 
not, we throw the blame on our 
theory of poetry. But there is a 
modern poet—Rossetti—whom, on 
the whole, we must place on a higher 
pedestal than Tennyson. With an 
equal simplicity of word and phrase, 
a refinement of expression not infe- 
rior, he has the art, if it be the re- 
sult of art, to conceal his art. It 
is true he has all the artistic finish 
of Tennyson—so much so that we 
cannot but feel that it is an artist 
who is singing to us; but the artist 
disappears in the poet. We must 
disenchant ourselves of the thrall 
of his poetry before we can criticise 
the artistic perfectness of its ex- 
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pression. It is not only that, as 
Tennyson, he paints scenes of na- 
ture and human dgings with consum- 
mate art; but, true poet that he is, 
he catches the very life of nature 
and it throbs within his verse. His 
soul echoes to the Beautiful and the 
True imaged in nature through all 
her modes and forms of color, scent, 
and sound ; he reads their meaning ; 
and when he reproduces them, as 
Mr. Stedman has it, “in different 
combinations,” they are as sugges- 
tive of those ideas of God as the 
very images of nature herself. Take, 
for example, the eleventh song in 
The House of Life—The Sea Limits : 


** Consider the sea’s listless chime: 
Time’s self it is made audible— 
The murmur of the earth’s own shell. 
Secret cont'nuance sublime 
Is the sea’s end: our sight may pass 
No furlong further. Since time was 
This sound hath told the lapse of time. 


“No quiet, which is death’s—it hath 
The mournfulness of ancient life 
Enduring always at dull strife. 

As the world’s heart of rest and wrath 
Its painful pulse is in the sands. 
Lost utterly, the whole sky stands, 

Gray and not known, along its path. 


“* Listen alone beside the sea, 
Listen alone among the woods ; 
Those voices of twin solitudes 
Shall have one sound alike to thee. 
Hark where the murmurs of thronged men 
Surge and sink back and surge again— 
Still the one voice of wave and tree. 


** Gather a shell from the strown beach 
And listen at its lips: they sigh 
The same desire and mystery, 

The echo of the whole sea’s speech. 
And all mankind is thus at heart 
Not anything but what thou art: 

And earth, sea, man, are all in each.” 


This is poetry of the loftiest kind. 
We cannot forbear quoting one 
more example of his “quality.” It 
is poetry which reaches near to 
Shakspere. “The poet of the 
world” himself might have thus 
grandly imaged lust—with more 
nervous terseness, may be; but the 
structure of dramatic numbers ex- 
acts that, and we do not yet know 
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that Mr. Rossetti is not equal to 
the drama. 


“ Like a toad within a Stone 
Seated while time crumbles on ; 
Which sits there since the earth was cursed 
For man’s transgression at the first ; 
Which, living through all centuries, 
Not once has seen the sun arise ; 
Whose life, to its cold circle charmed,. 
The earth’s whole summers have not warmed ; 
Which always, whitherso the stone 
Be flung, sits there, deaf, blind, alone— 
Ay, and shall not bs driven out 
Till that which shuts him round about 
Break at the very Master's stroke, 
And the dust thereof vanish as smoke, 
And the seed of man vanish as dust ; 
Even so within this world is lust.”’ 


Thus much we have quoted in 
support of'a criticism which will 
not be readily assented to by all. 
Our space does not admit of our 
quoting more. But we refer the 
reader to Zhe Blessed Damozel as a 
gem not to be outshone; and, for 
dramatic power joined to the lof- 
tiest poetry, to 4 Last Confession. 

Next after Rossetti, if at all after, 
comes William Morris. In the form 
and sound and bias of their num- 
bers there is a close resemblance. 
The imaginings of the latter flow 
more profusely, perhaps because he 
does not tarry to spend so much 
care upon his art. Indeed, whilst 
the art of Rossetti is faultless in its 
way, a seldom blemish, like a mi- 
nute blur in a diamond of the best 
water, may be detected in that of 
Morris, as the word “now” thrice 
in three successive quatrains, the 
word “golden” in five successive 
lines, in a scene, of almost tragic 
pathos, of Sir Galahad, a Christmas 
Mystery—the finest music he has 
smitten from the chords of -no fee- 
ble instrument: 


** Why not, O ¢wisting knight, now he is dead?” 


But amidst so much finish and fault- 
lessness slight fallibilities like these 
are, as it were, a relief. The truth 
is, the artistic spirit in both, which 
(and no wonder) is all enamored of 
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medizval art—art in those ages of 
faith when she appeared in forms 
of beauty as sublime as faultless— 
is too forgetful of the living, breath- 
ing, moving present, That they should 
drink in inspirations of the Beauti- 
ful and the True from the forms in 
which that most poetic age embo- 
died them, is well; but the art— 
the poetic expression—was natural 
to that epoch; it is not natural to 
this. If this is made too conspi- 
cuous, as we think it is in both these 
poets, there is a risk of mannerism; 
and mannerism is an artistic blem- 
ish. The attempt to entice men 
away from the turbid and muddy 
torrent of sounding hap-hazard 
words, which, setting in from John- 
son and Gibbon, has swollen into 
an inundation of all but sheer non- 
sense from the babbling tributaries 
of the cheap press, to the nervous 
grace of simple words and simple 
sentences and the suggestive imagery 
of pure nature, is a service to letters 
as well as art, for which alone they 
and Tennyson, 2nd all the poets of 
that school, deserve to be crowned. 
But aught by which so profoundly 
artistic a renaissance is needlessly 
dissociated from the present should 
have been carefully eschewed. In 
the matter of words we do not 
think that such as “japes,” “ dro- 
mond,” “ whatso,” the substitution 
of the ending “ head ” for “ hood ” 
in words for which universal custom 
has decreed the former, and so on, 
are a needed revival of the obso- 
lete. We think, too, that simplicity 
of grammatical construction has 
been pushed to the verge of affec- 
tation. Still, it is sd artistically 
done, is so beautiful in itself, and 
evidences such a return of leal hom- 
age from hideousness to the right- 
ful Beautiful and the True, that it 
goes against us to complain. 

It is time that the appointment 








of a poet-laureate should cease in 
England. It is an anachronism. 
It is almost an insult to the world 
of letters. These are not times in 
which people are likely to accept 
the criticism of the British crown 
or of the crown’s advisers as decisive 
of a poet’s merits. So, too, there is 
such a dearth of independent, trust- 
worthy criticism, it has become 
such a follow-the-leader kind of 
business, that if the crown merely 
caps the opinion ofthe contemporary 
public, there is every chance of the 
wrong man being put in the wrong 
place. At any rate the appoint- 
ment should not be limited to one. 
There should be “ power to add to 
their number.” We have no hesi- 
tation in assigning a higher niche to 
either Rossetti or Morris than to 
Tennyson. In two respects Mor- 
ris surpasses Rossetti. We have as 
yet from the latter no sustained ef- 
forts such as The Earthly Paradise 
of the former, and the poetic fire 
appears to be kindled in him with 
less effort. We are quite sure that it 
is in no spirit of challenge or rivalry 
that he takes Tennyson’s very own 
theme in Zhe Defence of Guenevere, 
King Arthur’s Tomb, Sir Galahad, 
a Christmas Mystery, and The Cha- 
pel in Lyoness ; but it is an involun- 
tary expression of conscious power. 
In all the Zdyls of the King there 
is not a passage of such vivid poetry 
as the following in Zhe Defence of 
Guenevere : 
“* All I have said is truth, by Christ’s dear tears.’ 


She wouid not speak another word, but stood 
Turned sideways, listening like a man who hears 


“* His brother’s trumpet sounding through the wood 
Of his foe’s lances. She leaned eagerly, 
And gave a slight spring sometimes, as she could 
“ At last hear something really ; joyfully 
Her cheek grew crimson, as the headlong speed 
f the roan charger drew all men to see. 


The knight who came was Launcelot at good 
need.” 


The poetry of the /dy/s, glittering 
and charming as it may be, is cold 
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and pulseless by the side of Xing 
Arthur's Tomb, a poem which rises 
to the utmost height of tragic pathos. 
The description of the remorse of 
Guenevere for merely ideas of dis- 
loyalty to her kingly husband which 
she had permitted herself to enter- 
tain, as well as of the satisfaction 
she made, is poetry in its noblest 
form, short of the drama. But we 
should never meet throughout all 
the poetry of Tennyson such blem- 
ishes as those we have already quot- 
ed, nor such as 


“ T tell myself a tale 
‘That will not last beyond the whitewashed wall’ 


—an image which is beneath the dig- 
nity of poetry, whilst it rather dulls 
than quickens our idea of the fleet- 
ing nature of his tale; or 

“. . . till the bell 


Of her mouth on my cheek sent a deli ight 
Through all my ways of being. 


But for a poetry so lofty and so in- 
spiring we can well afford to pay 
the penalty of a few blemishes. 

We think that he shares with 
Tennyson, to a certain extent, the 
fault of obscurity—never, as Ten- 
nyson, in single passages, but in 
the design and end of entire pieces. 
We cannot suppose, for example, 
that he has not a definite end and 
purpose in Zhe Earthly Paradise ; 
but it is an immense defect that it 
must be very carefully studied in 
order even to conjecture one; that 
it does not readily occur, and still 
more that, study it as one may, he 
cannot feel quite sure he has con- 
jectured rightly. And we feel this 
very serious defect the more keen- 
ly because in several of the separ- 
ate portions of that poem we are 
afraid to trust ourselves implicitly to 
the poet; we dare not throw our- 
selves into his imagination, fear- 
ful whither it is to bear us. This 
is specially remarkable in Cupid 
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and Psyche. The subject-startles us 
from the first. Gods and goddesses 
whose memory only remains as the 
long-passed-away images of false- 
hood instead of the Beautiful and 
the True, especially sensuous imper- 
sonations of impurity, are a subject 
which is calculated to scare rather 
than attract us. But we gain con- 
fidence as we read on. Had Byron 
sung of it, we should have luscious 
and sensuous imagery of base sug- 
gestiveness. Had it been the theme 
of a living poet, we should have 
had shameless obscenity. Our poet 
transfigures it into purity itself. Not 
an unchaste image shocks the soul. 
The whole subject is etherealized— 
we would say, if we felt quite sure 
of its purpose, even spiritualized. 
As we interpret it, the heathen 
myth, although used without stint, 
is, by the inimitable genius of the 
poet, stripped of all impure sugges- 
tiveness, and is even made a vehicle 
of exquisite beautifulness for con- 
veying one of the most touching 
revelations of the great poem.of hu- 
manity. Psyche (the soul) is re- 
presented to us undergoing by the 
power of divine love all sorrow, over- 
coming superhuman difficulties, suc- 
cored always, when hope was well- 
nigh gone, by guardian angels, until, 


“ Led by the hand of Love, she took her way 
Unto a vale beset with heavenly trees, 
Where all the gathered gods and goddesses 
Abode her coming ; but when Psyche saw 
The Father's face, she, fainting with her awe, 
Had fallen, but that Love’s arm held her up. 


“ Then brought the cup-bearer a golden cup 
And gently set it in her slender hand, 
And while in dread and wonder she did stand 
The Father’s awful voice smote on her ear: 
* Drink now, O beautiful! and have no fear ; 
For with this draught shalt thou be born again, 
And live for ever free from care and pain.’ 


** Then, pale as privet, took she heart to drink, 

And therewithal most strange new thoughts did 
think, 

And unknown feelings seized her, and there came 

Sudden remembrance, vivid as a flame, 

Of everything that she had done on earth, 

Although it all seemed changed in weight and 
worth, 
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“Small things becoming great, and great things 
small ; 
And godlike pity touched her therewithal 
For her old self, for sons of men that die ; 
And that sweet new-born immortality 
Now with full love her rested spirit fed. 
Then in that concourse did she lift her head, 
And stood at last a very goddess there, 
And all cried out at seeing her grown so fair.” 


This is the inspiration of true 
poetry. Nothing at all approaching 
it can be found throughout the 
poetry of Tennyson. 

In contrast to the soul led by 
divine love, the poet depicts her 
sisters devoured by envy and ha- 
tred, until, deceiving themselves 
the while with the dream that they 
too were objects of delight to divine 
love, the one having reached “ the 
bare cliffs rugged brow,” her end 
of life, 


“* She cried aloud, ‘O Love! receive me now, 

Who am not all unworthy to be thine.’ 

And with that word her jewelled arms did shine 

Outstretched beneath the moon, and with one 
breath 

She sprang to meet the outstretched arms of 
Death, 

The only god that waited for her there, 

And in a gathered moment of despair 

A hideous thing her trait’rous life did seem”; 


and the other 


+ rose, and, as she might, 
Arrayed herself alone in that still night, 
And so stole forth, and, making no delay, 
Came to the rock a-nigh the dawn of day ; 
No warning there her sister’s spirit gave, 
No doubt came nigh her the doomed soul to save, 
But with a fever burning in her blood, 
With glittering eyes and crimson cheeks, she 
st 

One moment on the brow, tae while she cried, 

* Receive me, Love, chosen to be thy bride 
From all the million women of the world !’ 
Then o’er the cliff her wicked limbs were hurled, 
Nor has the language of the earth a name 
For that surprise of terror and of shame.”’ 


Can anything be grander than 
this imaged suicide of the evil human 
soul? And the glowing description 
of Psyche content to forget her fa- 
ther and her father’s house, and 
finding the fondest delight in se- 
questering herself alone with her di- 
vine Lover, whom she never sees, 
only whose voice she hears, is the 
most exquisite piece of poetic im- 














agining to be met with anywhere. 
But the poem deserves a criticism 
to itself. 

We have here to pause. We 
had hoped to apply similar canons 
of criticism to others of our mod- 
ern poets. We had selected Bu- 
chanan, Adelaide Procter, Matthew 
Arnold, Aubrey de Vere, and es- 
pecially his father, whose mantle 
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has descended on him. Sir Au- 
brey de Vere is the only one of the 
modern poets who has written a 
poem belonging to the highest or- 
der of poetry—Mary Tudor, a his- 
torical drama—which, although at 
a long distance from the dramas of 
“the poet of the world,” is the near- 
est to them that has been written 
since his day. 





** No word shall be impossible with God.” 


O BLESSED bells! ring joyfully to-day ; 
O incense clouds! float gladly up to heaven ; 


ON THE FIRST OCCASION OF THE FORTY HOURS’ DEVO- 
TION IN THE NEW CATHEDRAL OF BOSTON. 


All glory, honor, power, and praise be given 
To Him whom earth and sea and sky obey. 
Behold, the conqueror doth assert his sway 

Here where men once would fain have died unshriven, 

Proclaimed the Holy Faith unholy leaven, 
And drove its followers out as Satan’s prey. 

But now, beneath a great cathedral’s dome, 

The Sacred Heart doth beat, and men adore; 

Our Lord hath found at last a glorious home, 
In spite of unbelief that rages still. 
“Thy kingdom come,” pray we as ne’er before, 


Marcu, 1876. 


Whose eyes have seen his power to work his will. 
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Sir Thomas More. 


SIR THOMAS MORE. 
A HISTORICAL ROMANCE, 


FROM THE FRENCH OF THE PRINCESSE DE CRAON. 


Vil. 


“Tus is very singular!” cried 
Sir Roger Lassels, master of the 
earl’s household, as they passed the 
edge of the wood. “I had made 
a bet with myself that we would 
follow the road on the bank of the 
river. Atall events, the expedition 
will not be a very long one, since they 
have given me no order for provi- 
sions, It is true, however, that our 
poor young lord’s head is not as 
sound as it might be. Ah! well, 
in the time of the late duke things 
were not managed in this fashion. 
When they were going into the coun- 
try, the duke would send for me 
eight days in advance. ‘ Lassels,’ 
he would say—‘my dear Lassels,’ 
slapping me on the shoulder, ‘ above 
all take great care that we shall want 
for nothing. Prepare everything 
in advance; because in matters of 
cooking, you know, I hate nothing 
so much as the uncertainty of the 
‘fortune of the pot.’ He was right, 
very right, was the duke. The duch- 
ess used always to say on seeing our 
wagons passing by: ‘ With Roger 
Lassels they carry everything with 
them.’” 

In the meantime the first rays of 
the sun were not slow in dissipat- 
ing the heavy mists of morning; 
air became pure and exhilarat- 


the 
ing, and the northern pines, which 


grew in great profusion in that por- 
tion of the forest, imparted to the 
atmosphere a sweet, pungent odor. 
Myriads of dewdrops, more bril- 
liant than diamonds, were suspend- 
ed from the points of the leaves, 


which the slightest breath of air was 
sufficient to call down in a laughing 
shower. Creeping vines, thickl) 
laden with blossoms, crossed and 
recrossed the road, almost hidden 
by the thick verdure with which 
it was overgrown. The birds salut- 
ed the return of day with a thou- 
sand joyous songs; the deer and 
young fawns bounded beneath the 
heavy shade of the forest. All na- 
ture wore an air of majestic beauty, 
calm and tranquil; the heart of 
man is alone found to remain al- 
ways in a state of agitation and 
unrest. 

“Oh! what a beautiful shot,” 
cried a voice from the crowd, on 
seeing a large grouse, its wings drip- 
ping with the dew, flying slowl) 
above their heads. 

“ Take it, then!” cried another. 

“For what purpose ?” exclaimed 
Northumberland. 

Sir Walsh, hearing the voice of 
Lord Percy, took advantage of that 
moment to urge his horse besid 
him, and declare the pain it cause 
him to see his friend so deeply de- 
pressed. 

“What could you expect?” r- 
plied Percy. “ Allis ended with m 
I have renounced everything. I am 
detached from everything earthly. 
A single moment has dissipated all 
the illusions of my short and mis- 
erable life—illusions in which so 
many others remain for ever envel- 
oped. I believed that henceforth a 
word would be sufficient to answer 
my every thought; to suffer alonc, 












while awaiting death. which is only 
the beginning of life. Might I not 
thus believe myself to be almost 
shielded by evils, since I was deter- 
mined to endure them all? One evil 
only I had not foreseen—that.of be- 
ing made the cause of suffering to 
others; of becoming, in the hands of 
an unjust and barbarous ruler, an in- 
strument destined to destroy my 
friends! Ah! it is this that makes 
me rebel, that bows me to the earth 
and surpasses everything that I have 
yet been made to suffer. I go at this 
moment to arrest the Archbishop of 
York—to conduct him, doubtless, on 
the road toexecution; and the day 
will come when those who loved him 
will exclaim, while they point the 
finger of scorn at my abode: ‘There 
lives the man who arrested the 
great Wolsey, the venerable friend 
who had reared and educated him 
in his own house !’” 

“The great Wolsey!” replied 
Walsh, astonished. 

“Yes, great,” said Northumber- 
land. “When he will be no more, 
then will they forget his faults and 
appreciate his great qualities. He 
has known how to keep the lion 
chained, so that you have only seen 
him lap; but you will know him bet- 
ter if he ever gets the chance to use 
his teeth.” 

“Who is this lion ?” asked Walsh. 

“T cannot name his name,” replied 
Northumberland angrily ; “ he is one 
whose claws tear the heart and de- 
stroy the innocent ; one who is— 
But never mind!” And he abrupt- 
ly ceased speaking, 

After riding for some time 
through the forest, they at last 
emerged into a vast plain, in the 
‘nidst of which appeared several 
villages ; and very soon they found 
themselves near a church, whose 
ringing chimes announced the be- 
ginning of the divine Office. 
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“Ah!” said Sir Roger Lassels to 
himself, “ there is to be Mass at the 
chapel of Sir William Harrirgton.” 

At that moment the Earl of 
Northumberland turned to Sir 
Walsh. “If agreeable to you,” he 
said, “we will stop and hear Mass. 
We shall, at any rate, arrive soon 
enough at Cawood. You will have 
an opportunity, if you are curious, 
of visiting the monuments Sir 
William Harrington has had erect- 
ed to the memory of his parents in 
this chapel, founded by him in order 
that prayers may every day be of- 
fered for the repose of their souls.” * 

“T ask nothing better,” replied 
Sir Walsh. 

They all entered the chapel, where 
Mass had already begun. A great 
number of the inhabitants of the 
surrounding country were assem- 
bled, and Lord Percy found him- 
self close beside a woman, still 
very young, but whose features 
seemed to have been entirely 
changed by misery and suffering. 
Two small children knelt beside 
her and held to her coarse, black 
woollen gown. 

“ Mother, I am very hungry yet !” 
said the eldest in a voice as sweet 
as that of a young dove. “ Brother 
has eaten up all the bread.” And 
he laid his head against her shoul- 
der. 

The young woman looked at the 
child, and her eyes filled with tears. 

“My dear child,” she replied in 
a low, choking voice, “I have no- 
thing more to give you ; this evening, 
may be, I shall find something to 
buy bread with. If your father were 
living, we would be very happy; 
but, my sen, a peor widow is cast 


* The son has now ceased to invoke in this once 
hallowed spot the divine mercy on the souls of his 
fathers ; the bells nomore announee the vows nor 
the regrets of the heart; the august Sacrifice is 
never offered up but in the gloomy silence imposed 
Ly persecutaon, 
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off by all the world, even though 
she is too feeble to work for bread 
for her children.” 

Tears streamed from her eyes as 
she pressed the starving child close 
to her bosom. 

Northumberland listened to the 
woman’s mournful complaint, ob- 
serving especially that she did not 
murmur; she only wept. The ex- 
pression of her pale and suffering 
face, as well as the feeling she had 
expressed of entire abandonment, 
filled his soul with pity. 

“Such as these,” he said to him- 
self—*“ such as these indeed havea 
right to complain of life and its 
miseries. I have ignored them. 
Shut up in my castle, I have even 
forgotten the orphan. Of no possi- 
ble service to my kind, the earth 
supports me like an arid, sterile 
plant. Cruel selfishness! Is it, then, 
essential for all to smile around me 
before I can think of those who are 


crushed by poverty and misfortune ? 


My tears, my sighs, my regrets, 
have all been in vain, have vanish- 
ed into thin air; there remains for 
me nothing but duty to my neigh- 
bor, and that I have not done!” 

Greatly agitated, he remained 
for an instant motionless, then, lean- 
ing over toward the woman, he re- 
quested her to leave the chapel for 
a moment. 

Surprised that any one should 
think of speaking to her, she raised 
her eyes, all streaming with tears, 
to his face, while astonishment was 
painted on her emaciated features. 

She arose, however, and followed 
him out, and they stopped a short 
distance from the chapel. 

“You weep!” said Northumber- 
land compassionately. “You are a 
widow, it seems. Are you not able 
to support your children ?” 

“Alas! sir,” replied the young 
woman without hesitation, “my 


husband died in a strange land 
while on a voyage which would 
have secured us a living; and I, a 
stranger in this country where he 
has left me, and where I have no 
relations, no friends, to assist me, 
have been brought down to extreme 
poverty. My work has scarcely 
sufficed to keep us alive, and to-day 
it has failed entirely.” 

“ Poor woman!” said Northum- 
berland, putting some pieces of 
gold in her hand, “ hereafter have 
no fears; I will take care of you 
and your young children.” 

“My God!” cried the woman, fall- 
ing on her knees—* bread, bread 
for my children! Are you an an- 
gel sent from heaven to save us? 
O sir! who will thank you for 
me? Ah! it shall be my poor 
children and your own! May 
they love and bless you as I do this 
moment.” 

“Alas!” replied Lord Percy, “I 
have no children; I shall never 
have any! But you, poor mother, 
can at least rejoice in the happiness 
of possessing children to love and 
cherish you.” 

In spite of the painful recollec- 
tions awakened in his soul, when 
Percy returned to the chapel his 
heart was overflowing with a secret 
and sweet consolation; he felt that 
henceforth he would find brothers 
and friends in these unfortunates, 
whose father he would replace by 
taking upon himself their support. 

When the Mass was ended, they 
all remounted their horses to con- 
tinue their journey. ‘They had 
scarcely started when they wer 
joined by a troop of horsemen as 
numerous as it was brilliant, being 
composed of a great number of the 
most distinguished gentlemen in 
the province, who were proceeding 
to York to assist at the installation 
of their archbishop. At their head 












rode old Robert Ughtred, chief of 
one of the oldest Yorkshire families, 
whose valor and merit had been 
admired by all his contemporaries. 
Six of his sons accompanied him. 
At his side rode Clifton, Lord d’Hu- 
manby, his friend and relative; 
Thomas Wentworth, of Nettlestead ; 
Sir Arthur Ingram de Temple, 
Lord of Newsam; Walter Vavas- 
sour; John de Hothum, Lord of 
Cramwick and of Bierly; William 
Aytoun, Swillington ; Meynill, Lord 
of Semer and Duerteton, together 
with a crowd of others. They recog- 
nized with astonishment the Earl of 
Northumberland, and eagerly ap- 
proached to salute him. 

This meeting, but little agreeable 
at first, became still less so when in- 
formed of the object of their jour- 
ney. Percy, however, deemed it 
inexpedient to let this opportunity 
pass of creating for himself a sort 
of justification for the future. On 
being told, therefore, that they would 
spend two days at the little village 
of Cawood before going to salute 
the archbishop, he assured them he 
would be most happy to do the 
same and not separate from their 
company; but he was forced to go 
where he had been ordered, and 
that it was a mission on which he 
proceeded with the greatest reluc- 
tance and sorrow. 

The travellers, astonished at his 
singular explanation, looked in- 
quiringly at each other; but as 
they regarded the Earl of North- 
umberland with great deference 
because of his rank, his well-known 
worth, and the affection they cher- 
ished for the memory of his father, 
they held their peace; and con- 
tinued their journey until within a 
very short distance of Cawood. 


Notwithstanding the resolution 
taken by Cardinal Wolsey that the 
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ceremony of his installation should 
be attended by the least possible 
éclat, he could not prevent the en- 
tire nobility of the province from 
assembling to do him honor and to 
express on this solemn occasion 
their affection and joy. The little 
village of Cawood and the castles 
around it were crowded with visi- 
tors. ‘The archbishop’s courtyard 
was constantly filled with carts laden 
with game, fruits, and all kinds of 
provisions, sent to him from every 
direction to assist in doing honor to 
the entertainment it was customary 
to give on these occasions. 

Wolsey felt touched to the heart 
by these testimonials of friendship 
and esteem, in which there was no 
reason to suspect that self-interest 
mingled its destructive poison. Nev- 
ertheless, he felt more than ever de- 
pressed, and his spirit was oversha- 
dowed by dark and terrible pre- 
sentiments, in spite of all his efforts 
to dispel them, 

It was the hour for the repast 
taken by our fathers at noon, and 
Wolsey found himself seated oppo- 
site the salt-cellar which divided 
the table, and served also to desig- 
nate the rank of the guests. In those 
remote times a common expression 
prevailed: “ It takes place above or 
below the salt.” 

The chaplains were seated around 
him, quietly discussing the foun- 
dation of the cathedral of York. 
Some of them stated that the Ven- 
erable Bede alleged in his writ- 
ings that it was Edwin the Saxon, 
King of Northumberland, who, hav- 
ing embraced the Christian faith in 
the year 627, was the first to build 
a wooden church, which he after- 
wards rebuilt of stone. But the 
others contended, the monument 
having been pillaged and devastated 
by the Danes, then burned by the 
Normans, together with a portion 
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of the city, the title of founder 
could only be accorded to Arch- 
bishop Roger, who commenced the 
erection of the superb edifice in 
1171, and to his successors, John 
of Romagna and William of Melton, 
who had the honor of completing it 
after forty years’ labor. They in- 
sisted ‘that it would assuredly be 
just to include among them Robert 
Percy, Lord of Bolton, who had all 
the wood cut employed in the con- 
struction, and Robert Vavassour, 
who had furnished the stone. 

The archbishop for a long while 
had finished eating. He had listen- 
ed patiently to their lengthy dis- 
cussions. When he saw at last they 


had nearly concluded, he arose to 
say grace; but at the moment they 
were standing with bowed heads 
awaiting the act of thanksgiving, 
the black velvet robe of Dr. Augus- 
tine, his physician, became entan- 
gled in the foot of the large silver 


cross that was carried before the 
archbishop. This cross was stand- 
ing in one corner, resting against the 
tapestry, gnd the robe made it fall 
with its entire weight on the head 
of Dr. Bonner, who sat on the op- 
posite side of the table. He utter- 
ed a piercing cry. 

They all rushed toward him. 

“ What is the matter with him ?” 
demanded the archbishop, who had 
seen nothing of the accident. 

“The cross,” explained Caven- 
dish, his master of the horse—* the 
cross, which was leaning against the 
wall, has fallen in Dr. Bonner’s 
face.” 

“Tn his face! 
cried Wolsey. 

“Yes,” replied several of those 
who surrounded the wounded man, 
“but it is nothing serious; the skin 
only is broken.” 

“Ah!” said Wolsey, and he 
stood motionless; his head sank on 


Is he bleeding?” 
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his breast, as tnougn he had sud- 
denly fallen into a profound reverie. 

“Woe is me!” he at length ex- 
claimed, “woe is me!” And the 
tears coursed down hischeeks. He 
quickly wiped them away and re- 
tired immediately to his bedroom, 
where no one dared follow him 
without being summoned. 

The attendants of the cardinal, 
however, were extremely apprehen- 
sive, having remarked the sudden 
change in his manner and the ex- 
treme pallor which had overspread 
his countenance. Dr. Bonner es- 
pecially earnestly insisted that Ca- 
vendish should go to him at once. 

He finally resolved to doso. On 
entering the apartment he found 
the archbishop on his knees, and 
remarked that the floor of his cham- 
ber was wet with tears, 

Wolsey made a sign for him to 
retire; but the faithful servitor stood 
near the door and hesitated to obey 
him. The cardinal then called him 
to assist him in rising to his feet, 
feeling, he said, extremely feeble. 

“ Alas! my dear lord,” said Ca- 
vendish, “ what is it that so deeply 
grieves you? and why will you 
withdraw from your trusty servi- 
tors, if it is in their power to assist 
you ?” 

“T thank you, Cavendish,” replied 
the cardinal, inclining his head, 
“but listen to me. My poor friend, 
I am going to die very soon—I have 
a presentiment of it; and God, in 
his mercy, often sends us these warn- 
ings, in order that we may not be 
surprised by death. The cross of 
York has fallen: it represents my- 
self.” 

“Why think you so?” asked 
Cavendish earnestly. “ This cross 
fell because it was struck; nothing 
could have been more natural than 
such an accident.” 

“No! no!” exclaimed Wolsey, 
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“it was not at all natural, but it is 
only too true. York is overthrown! 
Augustine is my accuser; he makes 
my own blood flow in making 
Bonner bleed, the master of my 
faculties and spiritual jurisdiction. 
My destiny is accomplished. My 
doom is sealed. Cavendish, if you 
doubt it, you will soon be convinced. 
My shadow, the sound of my name 
alone, is sufficient to alarm them; 
already I am no more, and yet this 
remnant of life makes them tremble, 
even in the midst of their triumphs. 
It is necessary for their peace that 
my last breath be extinguished ; 
they have resolved and they will ac- 
complish it !” 

“No! no!” cried Cavendish, 
deeply moved. “The king loves 
you; he will defend you! All love 
you,” he continued warmly. “See 
with what eagerness they hasten 
hither to give you the most earnest 
assurances of their devotion.” 

“That is true,” replied Wolsey, 
who was becoming more calm, and 
was greatly relieved by the presence 
of Cavendish. “ It is the only feel- 
ing of joy I have experienced in a 
long time; but I 4m grieved not to 
have received any token of remem- 
brance from the young Earl of 
Northumberland. His intellect, 
goodness, and his many amiable qua- 
lities have always made me regard 
him with the greatest esteem and 
affection. ‘They say he loves soli- 
tude, and I am well assured that 
he receives no visitors; but I very 
much fear he cherishes bitter recol- 
lections of the court and Anne Bo- 
leyn. However, he should not take it 
ill that I have helped to prevent 
him from marrying such a woman !” 

Whilst Wolsey was speaking a 
great noise was heard in the court- 
yard. Cavendish, at the cardinal’s 
request, immediately went out to 
ascertain the cause. 
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He had advanced but a few 
steps when he encountered an- 
other equerry, coming in all haste to 
announce the arrival of the Earl 
of Northumberland. 

Overjoyed at hearing the name, 
Cavendish at once returned to in- 
form the archbishop. 

“Here is Lord Percy himself, 
who also comes to congratulate your 
grace!” he exclaimed the instant 
he came in sight of Wolsey. 

“The dear child!” cried the 
cardinal, his heart overflowing with 
a gush of tenderness. “ Cavendish, 
you are not mistaken. Eh? Ah! I 
shall never forget him! Let us go 
and receive him, Cavendish.” 

He advanced with a tottering 
step, and more rapidly than he was 
able, toward the staircase which 
Northumberland had just ascend- 
ed. On seeing the archbishop ap- 
proaching to meet him Lord Percy 
felt his heart suddenly throb with a 
sensation of inexpressible wretch- 
edness. 

“He comes to meet me!” he 
exclaimed. ; 

He found him so much changed, 
so old and worn, that without his 
vestments he would scarcely have 
recognized him. 

“He also has found the cup of 
life embittered!” said Northum- 
berland. “Sorrow carves deep 
furrows on the brow, and with hei 
haggard finger impresses every 
feature.” 

He turned anxiously to look for 
Walsh, but found he was no longer 
near him. Inthe meantime Wolsey 
advanced rapidly toward him, and, 
taking him in his arms, pressed him 
closely to his heart. 

“You are most welcome, my 
dear lord! How happy I am to see 
you!” he exclaimed. “But why 
have I not been informed of your 
coming? I should, at least, have 
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been prepared to give you a better 
reception; for you must know that 
what formerly required but a mo- 
ment to effect I am now scarcely 
able to execute at all. But you 
will, I hope, appreciate my good 
intentions; and if I am ever so 
happy as to be re-established in my 
fortune, I shall then be able to 
express more worthily the joy I feel 
at receiving you in my house.” 

“T thank your lordship,” answer- 
ed Northumberland. 

But he was unable to utter an- 
other word. However, he embrac- 
ed Wolsey, though with great ex- 
citement of manner, his hands 
trembling visibly in those of the 
archbishop. 

“Let us go,” continued Wolsey, 
glancing at the followers of Lord 
Percy. “Iam glad to see you have 
remembered the advice I gave you 
in your youth, to love and take care 
of all your father’s old domestics ; 


that is why, I suppose, you have 
brought so many of them with you.” 
“Yes, I prefer them,” replied 


Northumberland. And Wolsey 
went and took them each by the 
hand, praising their fidelity and 
recommending them to love their 
young master as he himself had 
always done. 

The more Wolsey exerted him- 
self to assure Northumberland of 
the gratification he experienced at 
his coming, the less strength Percy 
felt to thank him. However, the 
cardinal begged to be allowed to 
accompany him to his bed-cham- 
ber, where they might be alone, ex- 
cept Cavendish, who remained near 
the door, as his duty required him. 

For a moment they sat in silence. 
Wolsey regarded Lord Percy with 
astonishment on observing the 
latter change color and become 
every instant more and more em- 
barrassed. At length, arousing him- 
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self suddenly to a determined de- 
gree of resolution, he approached, 
and, laying his hand gently on the 
arm of the archbishop, said in a 
voice tremulous with emotion : 
“My lord, I arrest you on the 
charge of high treason!” 

Wolsey sat so completely stupe- 
fied that he was incapable of utter- 
ing a word; they gazed at each 
other in mournful silence. 

“Who -has induced you to dc 
this?” the cardinal at length ex- 
claimed, “and by what authority 
do you it ?” 

“ My lord,” replied Northumber- 
land coldly, “I have a commission 
that authorizes me; or that com- 
pels me, rather,” he continued in a 
low voice. 

“Where is this commission ? 
me see it?” 

“No, my lord, I cannot.” 

“Then,” cried Wolsey, “I will 
not submit to your authority.” 

As he said this, Sir Walsh pushed 
Dr. Augustine, whom he had arrest- 
ed, rudely into the apartment. ‘Go 
in there, traitor,” he cried; but per- 
ceiving the cardinal, he fell on his 
knees before him,’ and, removing his 
cap, bowed almost to the floor. 

Wolsey turned pale on seeing 
Walsh; he at once recognized him 
as being an officer of the king's 
palace, and knew he would not be 
there without an express order. 

“Sir,” he exclaimed, “rise, I im- 
plore you! My Lord of Northum- 
berland comes to arrest me! If 
he has a commission, and you are 
with him for that purpose, you wil! 
be pleased to let me see it.” 

“ My “ord,” answered Walsh, “ if 
it please your grace, it is true that 
I have one; but we cannot permit 
you to see it. They have added to 
the paper on which it is written 
some instructions that we are bound 
not to make known.” 
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“Then,” cried Wolsey, melting 
into tears, “all is.over with me! 
They deprive me even of the means 
of defending myself, and my cruel 
enemies behold all their schemes 
accomplished. It is well, sir,” con- 
tinued the archbishop, turning his 
back on the Earl of Northumber- 
land; “I consent to surrender my- 
self to you, but not to my Lord of 
Northumberland, who comes here 
only to enjoy my discomfiture. As 
to you, I know you; your name 
is Walsh, and you are one of the 
officers of the king, my master. 
Therefore I do not demand your 
commission; his will is sufficient. 
I am perfectly aware that the great- 
est peer in the realm is liable to be 
arrested by the lowest subject, if 
such be his majesty’s good pleasure. 
This is why I shall obey you with- 
out delay. Begin, then, to put your 
orders into execution. If I had 
known them, I would have assisted 
you myself; but, at least, I sub- 
mit.” 

Saying this, the archbishop seated 
himself in silence; but the tears 
continued to flow rapidly down his 
cheeks. 

Meanwhile, Lord Percy felt so 
deeply wounded by the suspicion 
manifested by the archbishop, and 
his believing him to be actuated 
by a principle of low revenge and 
cruelty in coming to arrest him, that 
he was about to withdraw without 
offering him a solitary word of con- 
solation, as he had intended; but a 
sudden feeling of compassion in- 
duced him to return and take a 
seat by his side. 

Wolsey was deeply moved by 
this. 

“My lord,” he exclaimed, “I 
swear before God I am innocent 
of all the crimes my enemies im- 
pute to me, beyond doubt, for 
the purpose of securing my death! 








‘Sir Thomas More. 231 


I have committed many errors, I 
know; but it has been against God 
and against myself that I have com- 
mitted them, and not against my 
king, whom I have always served 
with an inviolable fidelity. I have 
possessed great riches; but I em 
ployed them in founding great 
and useful establishments. I have 
held correspondence with foreign 
princes, and have acquired great in- 
fluence in their councils, but I have 
always used it in the interests of 
my king and the state. And now 
he has abandoned me to the malice 
of my enemies, and does not hesi- 
tate an instant to believe all the 
calumnies they have heaped upon 
my head! No, I shall indulge in 
vain illusions no longer. I go now 
to my death; and it is my king 
who strikes the fatal blow! Ah!” 
continued Wolsey, transported by 
his feelings, “ would I might appear 
before him, that I might justify my- 
self in the face of heaven and earth ! 
Then I should fear no man living 
under the sun. But, no; it will not 
be thus. I shall die without vindi- 
cation, in the depths of some ob- 
scure prison, some noisome dun- 
geon! Not a friend has remained 
faithful ; not a single voice has been 
raised in my defence !” 

“ Friendship,” replied Northum- 
berland, “is but a vain word, a 
beautiful sound that dissolves in 
the air, a shifting sand requiring 
the one who reposes on it always 
to remain on his guard, to beware; 
for one-half of the world is too 
frivolous and the other half too 
selfish for any confidence ever to be 
placed in them.” 

“Therefore you yourself feel no 
compassion for me?” said Welsey, 
looking at him. 

“You are unjust!” replied Lord 
Percy. “God is my judge how 
deeply I have suffered in being 
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forced before you in my present 
capacity. But tell me, how am I 
to arrest the destroying tempest or 
turn aside the falling thunderbolt ? 
Have they not crushed me also?” 


After two long days had passed, 
during which the archbishop was 
entirely deprived of all communica- 
tion with those around him, North- 
umberland came to inform him that 
everything was arranged for the 
journey and it was time to depart. 

“Alas! where are you going to 
take me?” cried Wolsey, to whom 
this departure seemed the first step 
toward condemnation and death. 

In that fatal moment he felt an 
attachment for every stone and 
every spot connected with the 
abode which, until this time, he had 
regarded as the most gloomy place 
of exile. 

“ Not to be able to die in peace !” 
he mournfully exclaimed. “ Where 
are you going to take me, Lord 
Percy?” 

“IT cannot accompany you,” sad- 
ly replied Northumberland, who had 
endeavored during the preceding 
days to make him regard his condi- 
tion with less terror; “ but I know 
that Sir Walsh has orders to deliver 
you at Sheffield Park,and place you 
in the hands of my father-in-law, 
the Earl of Shrewsbury; and you 
need suffer no anxiety, nor doubt 
but that he will gladly exert him- 
self to have you well treated as far 
as depends on him. To-night you 
will sleep at Pomfret.” 

“ At the castle?” demanded Wol- 
sey. 

“No, no,” replied Lord Percy: 
“at the abbey. I am certain of it. 
I swear it! I have myself sent the 
order for you to be received there. 
O my father!” continued Percy, 
who felt more and more deeply 
grieved, “I-must now leave you.” 


(And he fell on his knees before the 
archbishop.) “May God be with 
you! But first give me your bless- 
ing. I indeed have need of it! 
I have never forgotten the care 
you bestowed on me in my child- 
hood.” 

“ My dear son,” said the archbi- 
shop, “ may the Lord Almighty, the 
God of Israel andof Jacob, for ever 
bless you! We shall meet no more 
but in him.” 

As the archbishop extended his 
hands and laid them on the head 
of Percy, and while he bent affec- 
tionately over him. Walsh entered, 
followed by a number of armed 
men: and the sound of smothered 
sighs and stifled cries was heard. 

“ What is that?” exclaimed Wol- 
sey in alarm. 

“Nothing, my lord,” answered 
Walsh in an imperious tone. “ As 
you could only take four of your 
men with you, I feared the others 
would make too much disturbance 
at your departure; consequently, | 
had them shut up in the chapel.” 

“ Sir,” cried Wolsey indignantly, 
“T will not leave this place until I 
have seen and bade farewell to ali 
my servants. You cannot have been 
authorized to treat me with such a 
degree of cruelty. My Lord North- 
umberland, since you have seized 
for the king’s benefit the little 
money I possessed, and have left 
me nothing to give them, at least 
permit me to thank them for their 
services and mingle my tears with 
theirs.” 

“We thought it would be painful 
for you to witness their grief,” re- 
plied Northumberland, “and wish- 
ed to spare you the infliction. But 
they shall be summoned.” 

As soon as the door of the chapel 
was opened they gathered in a 
crowd around Wolsey, kissing his 
hands and his vestments. 












“ My children,” he said to them, 
“weep not ; we shall meet again very 
soon, I hope. My Lord Northum- 
berland, I recommend them to you! 
You will take care of them—lI feel 
assured of it.” 

He then hastened to depart, feel- 
ing his courage ready to desert 
him. At every step he took his 
anguish redoubled; and when he 
reached the great courtyard, he 
turned his eyes for a moment to- 
ward the high, black walls of the 
castle he was leaving, then glanced 
at the mule assigned him to ride. 
Cavendish followed with his almo- 
ner and two of his valets. But a 
new grief awaited Wolsey, already 
overwhelmed with sorrow. Scarcely 
had they opened the outer gate of 
the castle, when they perceived 
without a crowd of gentlemen of 
the province, whom Walsh had 
summoned, in the king’s name, to 
come and secure the arrest of the 
archbishop; because the whole 
country was in a state of commo- 
tion, and more than three thousand 
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men had gathered along the route, 
in the plain, and as far as the moats 
of the castle, around which they 
assembled as soon as they were in- 
formed of his arrest. They were 
powerless to oppose his departure, 
but followed him for several miles, 
shouting incessantly: “God save 
his grace, and perish his enemies 
who have forced him from us!” 
They regarded the noblemen who 
surrounded him with wrathful 
scowls, without reflecting that, 
while feeling it necessary to obey 
the king, the lords were as deeply 
disaffected as themselves, and in 
their turn accused the Earl of 
Northumberland of having second- 
ed Walsh in this enterprise. 

During the journey they unceas- 
ingly manifested the greatest re- 
gard for the archbishop, and only 
left him after seeing him commit- 
ted into the hands of the Earl of 
Shrewsbury, whose castle was situ- 
ated near the confines of Yorkshire, 
a short distance from the town of 
Doncaster. 


TO BE CONTINUED, 





SENNUCCIO MIO, BENCHE DOGLIOSO E SOLO. 


FROM PETRARCH, 


My own Sennuccio, though bereft of thee, 


Weeping and lonely, me this thought sustains : 

That from this breathing tomb, these fleshly chains, 
Thy soaring spirit nobly set thee free. 

Now the twin poles by thee discovered are, 
The wheeling lights, and all the starry ways: 
Thou seest our seeing falter from afar; 

So thy delight the pain of loss allays. 

But I beseech thee in that far third sphere 
Greet Franceshino and the bard divine, 

Cino, Guitton, and all thy comrades there; 

And tell my Love, tell her what tears are mine, 
And what dark moods of wilder sorrow breeds 


The thought of her sweet face and saintly deeds. 
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SCANDERBEG. 


* Oh! how comely it is, and how reviving 
To the spirits of just men long oppressed, 
When God into the hands of their deliverer 


Puts invincible might 


To quell the mighty of the earth, th’ oppressor, 
The brute and boist’rous force of violent men, 
Hardy and industrious to support 

Tyrannic power, but raging to pursue 

The righteous and all such as honor Truth.” 


Tue Turks, from their first ap- 
pearance upon European soil, have 
been a danger to the peace and 
civilization of Christendom. When 
their fierce hordes crossed the Bos- 
porus, bearing aloft the standard, of 
the crescent, it was a boast among 
them that the sign was but a tem- 
porary emblem of their power, and 
that when she had waxed to the 
fulness of her orb—donec Lune totus 
impleatur orbis, as was insolently 
said to an ambassador of the West 
—her silvery sheen would change 
to the golden glory of the sun, and 
blaze from an eastern sky over pros- 
trate and Mohammedan Europe. 

With one foot upon Constantino- 
ple and the other on Rome,* the 
colossus of Islam would have pro- 
jected an awful shadow over the 
Christian world. Efforts tremen- 
dous and long sustained were made 
to lift itself up; but this it could 
never do, and it has fallen and is 
broken, but in its fall covers fair 
provinces and crushes a multitude 
of unfortunate Christians. If the 
Turks have ceased to be a stirring 
menace to the nations, we must as- 
cribe the curbing of their power to 
divine Providence, which brought 
forward at critical times a number 
of men mighty by the sword or 


*It was a common boast of the more ambitious 


sultans that they would some day feed their horses 
at the tomb of St. Peter. 


—Samson Agonistes, 


through the word—Huniades, Mat- 
thias Corvinus, Ladislas of Hungary, 
St, John Capistran, Cardinal Julian 
Cesarini, Scanderbeg, St. Pius V., 
Don John of Austria, Mark Antho- 
ny Colonna, Sobieski, and others— 
who fought their advance towards 
the Adriatic and along the Danube. 
As this great Ottoman inundation 
rose higher and higher, until it 
seemed as though the work of the 
church for a thousand years would 
be swept away in fewer days, God 
spoke: “I set my bounds around 
it, and made it bars and doors; and 
I said: Hitherto thou shalt come, 
and shalt go no further: and here 
thou shalt break thy swelling waves ” 
(Job xxxviii.) 

In the fifteenta century several 
independent princelings, called ‘des- 
pots by the Greeks, were in posses- 
sion of the rich and populous dis- 
trict of Albania, which stretches 
along the coast of the Adriatic and 
Mediterranean Seas, and corre- 
sponds geographically to the Epirus 
of the ancients. One of the noblest 
of these chiefs was John Castriot, 
who came of an ancient family in 
Lower Macedonia. His wife, Woi- 
zava, presented him with nine chil- 
dren, and among them that George, 
born in 1404, who was destined to 
become the defender of his perse- 
cuted race, the Christian Gideon, as 
he was hailed by Pope Paul II., and 











the hero of his native country 
against the Turks. Several omens 
are reported to have accompanied 
his birth and signified his future 
greatness. Without denying that 
these may have been something 
more than mere accidents or freaks 
of the imagination, we only certify 
that as the child grew up he deve- 
loped a strength of character and an 
aptitude for arms which his after- 
successes amply justified’ and the 
inherent nobility of his parents had 
prepared. 
“Fortes creantur fortibus et bonis ; 
- « mecimbellem feroces 
Pearuvest aguila columbam.” * 
—Horace. 
Sultan Mohammed I. had invad- 
ed Albania in 1413, and obliged 
John Castriot to deliver up his four 
young sons to him as hostages. He 
immediately, and against the sol- 
emn promise made to their father, 
caused them to be circumcised and 
educated in the Mussulman reli- 
gion. George, our hero, was the 
youngest. He was endowed with a 
prodigious memory, and soon learn- 
ed to speak the Greek, Turkish, 
Arab, Illyrian, and Italian languages. 
A handsome person, unusual bodi- 
ly strength, and vigorous mental 
qualities won for him thé warm af- 
fection of the next sovereign, Am- 
urath II., who changed George’s 
name to Scanderbeg—i.e., Beg or Lord 
Alexander—and at the early age of 
eighteen gave him the rank of san- 
giac and command of five thousand 
horsemen gn the confines of Anato- 
lia. His personal prowess and mili- 
tary skill in Asia Minor brought 
him into considerable notice, and 
he was given a command in the 
European provinces of the empire. 
* The good and brave beget the brave ; 
. Fierce eagles breed not harmless doves. 
The family standard of the Castriots, which Scan- 


derbeg carried in his battles, was a black, double- 
headed eagle on a red field, 
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This was a difficult. position to be 
placed in; for he had not forgotten 
that he was born a Christian and 
had been impressed into his pre- 
sent service. He felt a great dis- 
like to turn his arms against co- 
religionists and countrymen. His 
brothers were dead, and now his 
father died in 1432. At this junc- 
ture the sultan very unjustly took 
possession of his hereditary domin- 
ion, and, sending his mother and 
sister Mamisa into exile, put a 
pasha over the country. Scander- 
beg did not immediately pronounce 
himself against this act of treacher- 
ous spoliation, although several Al- 
banian noblemen, proud of his re- 
nown and convinced that he was 
not at heart attached to his new 
creed, corresponded with him se- 
cretly, urging him to come and put 
himself at the head of the Christian 
population to free the country from 
the infidel. The Albanians have 
always been distinguished for their 
spirit of nationality, and, like the in- 
habitants of all mountainous regions 
are remarkable for indevendence 
and love of home. 

The favorable moment to declare 
himself had not arrived but his 
plans were maturing. At last, after a 
great battle lost by the Turks at 
Morava on the 1oth of November, 
1443, he concerted with his nephew 
Hamza and a few trusty friends 
of Christian origin, forced, like him- 
self, to serve the foreign tyrant, and 
by a skilful ruse and very sudden 
irruption at the head of six hundred 
Albanians, who hastened to join 
him as soon as his defection was 
known, he obtained possession of 
Croia, the capital of his paternal 
dominions. The Turkish garrison, 
not so much by his orders as from 
an uncontrollable impulse of out- 
raged feelings in the populace, was 
put to the sword. Scanderheg was 
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just twenty-nine yearsold. He pub- 
licly renounced Mohammedanism 
and renewed his profession of the 
Catholic faith. The chiefs of Alba- 
nia were then invited to meet him. 
When they came together at Croia, 
they called him their deliverer, un- 
animously proclaimed him Prince 
of Epirus, and soon collected an 
army of about twelve thousand men. 
While the troops were being raised, 
the civil service and revenues of 
the state were reorganized. Be- 
sides a large immediate contribu- 
tion from his own countrymen, he 
obtained two hundred thousand 
ducats from his neighbors, the Ve- 
netians, and had a large source of 
income in the salt-mines near Du- 
razzo, 

Petralba was next taken, and this 
success brought new accessions of 
men and means to prosecute the 
war. Within a month after the 
first blow had been struck every 
fortress except one was captured, 
and every Turk either killed, a 
prisoner, or in flight. Sfetigrad 
could not be surprised, and, leaving 
a force of three thousand men to 
watch it and cut off supplies, Scan- 
derbeg retired with the rest of the 
army to Croia for the winter, and 
occupied himself-in making an alli- 
ance with the republic of Venice, 
which held several towns along the 
coast of Dalmatia, and in preparing 
for the inevitable struggle the sul- 
tan would make to recover the 
country. Amurath did not dissem- 
ble his anger at the revolt of one 
whom he had treated, he said, with 
so much kindness and taught the 
use of the arms he was now turning 
against him. Being engaged at the 
time against the Hungarians, he put 
off revenge until the spring, thinking 
that he could at any moment easily 
subdue the undisciplined bands of 
Albania; but when a truce was con- 


cluded and spring opened with fair 
weather for an imposing campaign, he 
sent Ali Pasha in command of forty 
thousand men, his orders being to 
crush the insurrection at a single 
blow. Scanderbeg had by this time 
reduced Sfetigrad and strongly 
fortified and garrisoned the more 
important towns. He now took 
the field with only fifteen thousand 
troops, knowing that in such a 
country as the one he was to defend 
a very large force would be diffi- 
cult to handle and impossible to 
feed. His tactics were generally 
those of partisan warfare. His lit- 
tle army was composed partly of 
cavalry from the northern, and part- 
ly of a hardy and active infantry 
from the southern section of the 
country. His object was to wear 
out the enemy by a stout resistance 
at every point, and harass the re- 
treats which the very vastness of 
the Turkish armies would neces- 
sitate by the impossibility, if for 
no other reason, of providing for 
so many mouths. Only occasional 
raids were made in force upon the 
fertile plains of Thessaly and Ma- 
cedonia to capture horses, cattle, 
sheep, and to gather in grain to be 
stored in the fortified towns. Dur- 
ing the war of Albanian indepen- 
dence, which lasted a quarter of a 
century, the Turks always, exeept 
towards the end, repeated the fatal 
blunder of sending immense armies, 
consisting in some cases of two 
hundred thousand men, into a coun- 
try where they could be maintained 
only for a single and brief campaign, 
and to fight a general who was sure, 
from his bravery, skill, and tho- 
rough knowledge of every torrent, 
mountain pass, road, and valley, to 
turn defeat into overwhelming dis- 
aster. It was thus that the army 
of Ali Pasha was drawn by wily man- 
ceuvres into a narrow district only 
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ninety miles from Croia and open- 
ing into the very heart of Albania. 
The upper end was very contract- 
ed, and here Scanderbeg drew up 
his main body of troops, to the 
number of ten thousand, which 
were posted in three divisions 
en échelon. As soon as the enemy 
was well engaged in the valley 
three thousand horsemen, who had 
been watching their slow advance, 
came down at its lower end, which 
had been left quite unguarded, 
while fifteen hundred irregular in- 
fantry lay in ambush on either side 
amidst the woody acclivities. As 
soon as the Turks came up to the 
Albanians they halted, tried to 
deploy, but could not, repeatedly 
charged and swept up in heavy 
columns against the small but solid 
masses who evenly filled the gap 
and made it impossible to flank 
them. The Turks after a while be- 
gan to waver and fall into still 
greater disorder. Ali Pasha had 
blundered. 

The Albanians now took the of- 
fensive. The signal-clarions sound- 
ed, and, while the Turks were at- 
tacked in front, the cavalry from the 
lower end of the valley charged 
them in the rear, and the infantry 
that lay in ambush came rushing 
down on both sides with terrific 
cries and sword in hand to complete 
their discomfiture. It was now a 
slaughter; and although the battle 
lasted only four hours altogether, 
over twenty thousand infidels were 
killed or wounded. Few prisoners— 
not more than two thousand—were 
taken. The rest of the enemy, un- 
der cover of darkness and from 
sheer exhaustion on the part of the 
victors, escaped through the now 
open passage at the lower end of the 
valley. 

When Scanderbeg had entered 
Croia in triumph, he announced 


the victory by letters to Pope Eu- 
genius IV. and several Christian 
princes; and while some of the 
twenty-five captured bactle-flags 
were distributed among the confed- 
erate chiefs, others were suspend- 
ed in the principal church of the 
capital. 

Amurath was so alarmed by this 
defeat—not, perhaps, so much from 
what he had to fear on the side of 
the immediate victors, but trom the 
encouraging effects it might have 
in leaguing the Christian princes 
against him—that he wrote a letter 
from Adrianople, offering Scander- 
beg peace on certain conditions. 
But when these were discussed in 
the council at Croia, they were de- 
clared unjust and humiliating, and 
Scanderbeg was advised to reject 
every sort of condition and insist on 
the complete independence of Alba- 
nia. The answer to this letter an- 
nounced his intention of holding out 
to the last extremity, and began 
with these valiant words: “ From our 
camp near Croia, August 12, 1445. 
George Castriot, surnamed Scander- 
beg, soldier of Jesus Chrtst and 
Prince of the Epirotes, to Othman, 
Prince of the Turks, greeting.” A 
second army under Fizour, and a 
third and larger one under Musta- 
pha, were successively defeated, but 
not without considerable loss in men 
and damage to the country. Dur- 
ing the inroads of these fierce bar- 
barians into Albania they perpetrat- 
ed the most horrible massacres with- 
out regard to age or sex, and heaped 
the most brutal outrages upon the 
inhabitants. The handsomest girls 
were seized for the seraglios of the 
sultan and his wealthy minions, the 
prettiest boys were kept to minister to 
their unnatural lusts, while youths ofa 
maturer age or less attractive appear- 
ance were circumcised, educated in 
the Mohammedan religion, and draft- 
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ed into the Janizaries. Others who 
were not butchered on the smoking 
ruins of their homes were driven in 
chains to the slave markets, while 
many were made eunuchs and set to 
guard the harems of their masters in 
Asia Minor. 

Mustapha Pasha, although he had 
been defeated, was entrusted with 
another army, but with a similar re- 
sult, and even worse ; for he himself 
was taken prisoner. Twenty-five 
thousand golden ducats were paid 
for his ransom. Scanderbeg now 
made a razzia on a large scale in- 
to Macedonia and returned laden 
with an immense booty of every c2- 
scription. His fame was so solidly 
established by these victories that 
the republic of Venice sent a mag- 
nificent embassy to compliment him 
and convey to him the news of his 
appointment as governor-general of 
all the Italian possessions along the 
Adriatic and in the interior, where 
the important cities of Scutari and 
Alessio were situated, His name 
was enrolled in the Golden Book at 
the head of the list of Venetian 
nobles. 

The revolt of the Janizaries hav- 
ing obliged Amurath to leave his 
luxurious retreat at Magnesia and 
once more resume the management 
of public affairs, he determined to 
conduct in person the war against 
Scanderbeg. He soon appeared at 
the head of a formidable army before 
Sfetigrad, which surrendered after a 
gallant resistance. During the siege 
the Turks lost in one of the assaults 
six thousand men. Satisfied, appa- 
rently, with this single victory, the 
slothful sultan retired into Macedo- 
nia after leaving a strong garrison 
in the captured fortress. Scander- 
beg hovered on his flanks and rear, 
making many prisoners and taking 
a large amount of stores and war 
material; then, after seeing him well 


outof the country, he turned towards 
Sfetigrad and sat down before it on 
September 20, 1445, with eighteen 
thousand men, among whom were 
adventurers from almost every coun- 
try in Europe, Germans, French, 
and Italians being the most numer- 
ous. For want of artillery no regu- 
lar siege could be conducted, and 
Scanderbeg was repulsed with heavy 
loss in his attacks on the place. 
Hearing that Amurath was prepar- 
ing to return, he hastily concentrat- 
ed his available troops around Croia, 
which was provisioned for a long 
resistance. Some large, unwieldy 
pieces of cannon, directed by French- 
men, added to the strength of the 
capital. The sultan was slow in his 
movements, and did not appear as 
soon as was expected. Inthe mean- 
while Scanderbeg was encouraged 
by receiving congratulatory letters 
from Pope Nicholas V., which were 
brought to him by two Franciscans, 
one of whom was a bishop. The 
winter of 1449-50 had been passed 
by him in the saddle inspecting 
every fortress, going into every part 
of his dominions to encourage the 
people and hasten the levy of troops. 
The coming tempest was naturally 
expected to assail the capital; and 
to make its neighborhood a howling 
wilderness, the whole country around 
Croia was ravaged by his order, for a 
distance of from fifteen to eighteen 
miles, so completely that not a house 
or a bridge was left standing, and not 
a road passable ; every growing an. 
living thing was either destroyed or 
removed. The enemy could find 
no shelter there. 

On April 15, 1450, the sultan 
appeared before the city with an 
army of one hundred and sixty 
thousand fighting men and a host of 
camp-followers. Uranocontes com- 
manded inside and repelled numer- 
ous assaults, while Scanderbeg, wi:h 
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a force of five thousand picked cav- 
alry, hovered about the outskirts of 
the enemy, inflicting considerable 
loss in men and stores, but above 
all annoying the long line of com- 
munications by which the army 
drew its daily supplies. Amurath 
finally tired of the siege, and, being 
convinced that the mountains and 
valleys of Epirus were not worth 
his time, his trouble, or his money 
while richer conquests awaited him, 
charged a certain Yousouf to leave 
the camp and seek Scanderbeg, to 
try and induce him to accept the 
single condition of an annual tribute 
of only ten thousand ducats. After 
a two days’ search he was found, but 
instantly rejected even this almost 
nominal condition attached to the in- 
dependence of his country. Know- 
ing that he could not take Croia by 
assault or maintain his army any 
longer in such a country, the sultan 
slowly retreated and died soon after- 
wards at Adrianople, on February 
5,1451. He was succeeded by his 
son, Mohammed II., who renewed 
his father’s offer, but with no bet- 
ter result. 

The news of Amurath’s ill-suc- 
cess before Croia made a great 
noise in Italy, and even beyond. 
The kings of Hungary and Ara- 
gon, and Philip, Duke of Burgun- 
dy, sent complimentary missions 
to the Albanian hero, and presents 
of money and provisions. King 
Alphonsus of Aragon, who was also 
King of Sicily and Naples, sent him 
four hundred thousand bushels of 
grain. Among other rich presents 
that he received from this magnifi- 
cent monarch was a helmet or 
casque of the finest Spanish steel, 
lined on the inside with Cordovan 
leather and soft silk, and covered on 
the outside with the purest gold ar- 
tistically chased and embossed by 
an Italian jeweller and studded with 
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precious stones. Scanderbeg was 
very proud of this really regal head- 
gear, and ranked it along with his 
famous sword, a veritablé Excalibur, 
the blade of which was of perfect 
Damascus workmanship, and _ the 
handle a blaze of Oriental gems set 
with exquisite skill by a Persian 
lapidary. This weapon was a pre- 
sent from Amurath on giving him 
his first command. With it he kill- 
ed at least two thousand Turks in 
his war of independence, and it was 
looked upon by his enemies with a 
species of superstitious awe. Dur- 
ing one of the informal truces be- 
tween the Turks and Christians 
Sultan Mohammed begged to see 
the blade of which he had heard so 
much. It wassent to him and tried 
by the best swordsmen of his army, 
but not one of them could perform 
the feats that its owner had been 
seen to do with it; and when it was 
returned, the suitan told him this 
and asked the reason. “I sent your 
highness the sword,” said Scander- 
beg, “ but not the limb that wields 
it!” When he went into battle, it 
was always with his right arm bare 
and his shoulder perfectly free. He 
was so tall and strong that a few years 
later, when he went over to Italy to 
assist King Ferdinand, and had oc- 
casion to meet the commander of 
the enemy’s troops—the famous 
condottiére Count Piccinino, whose 
stature, it is true, was small, but still 
that of a grown person—he took him 
by the belt with one hand, and, slow- 
ly raisinghim up, impressed a court- 
ly kiss upon the forehead and as gent- 
ly set him downagain. He looked 
so brave and handsome that even his 
foes applauded. 


“ His haughtie helmet, horrid all with gold, 
Both glorious brightnesse and great terrour bredd : 
For all the crest a dragon did enfold 
With greedie pawes, and over all did spredd 
His golden winges ; his dreadfull hideons hedd, 
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Close couchéd on the bever, seemed to throw 
From flaming mouth bright sparcles fiery redd, 
That suddeine horrour to faint hartes did show ; 
And scaly tayle was stretcht adowne his back full 
low.” 
—Spenser. 


In May, 1451, Scanderbeg married 
the Princess Donica, daughter of 
Arrianites Thopia, one of the most 
influential lords of Albania, and 
connected on his mother’s side with 
the imperial family of the Comneni. 
He received at this time from King 
Alphonsus five hundred arquebu- 
siers, the same number of expert 
crossbow-men, and a few pieces 
of artillery with their cannoniers. 
We have only space to mention the 
events of the next years: how suc- 
cessive armies of Turks were de- 
feated; how Scanderbeg himself 
was repulsed with a loss of five 
thousand men in an attack on Bel- 
grade; and how, during a lull in the 
war, he was invited over to Italy 
by Pope Pius II. to: the assistance 
of King Ferdinand, son of his old 
friend Alphonsus, who was hard 
pressed by his rival, John of Anjou. 
(Raynald. Annales Eccl. ad an. 1460, 
num. lx.) He contributed greatly to 
the victory won at Troja on Aug. 
18, 1462, and for his services was 
created Duke of San Pietro, in the 
kingdom of Naples. He remained 
in Italy a little overayear. Recall- 
ed to Albania by the appearance of 
the Turks, he repulsed Sultan Mo- 
hammed from Croia; but his own 
losses and the new plans of the 
enemy, which consisted in sending 
only small armies under experi- 
enced generals—one of whom, Bala- 
ban Badera, was an Albanian rene- 
gade—with orders to avoid battle 
if possible, but to remain in the 
country at all hazards, made him 
feel that his cause was failing, and 
that, unless relieved from the west, 
he must sooner or later succumb. 
In this emergency he went to Rome 
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and appealed to the pope and car- 
dinals to preach a new crusade. 
The example of the broken-hearted 
Pius II. showed how fruitless it 
would have been for them to do so. 
Paul, indeed, wrote to all the Chris- 
tian princes, but he got nothing but 
fair words in return. The great 
schism had lamentably diminished 
the prestige of the Papacy, and a 
multitude of heretics more or less 
openly preluded that Reformation 
which would soon div:de Chris- 
tendom itself into hostile camps. 
The pope gave him three thousand 
golden florins and conferred up- 
on him the insignia of the cap 
and sword which is annually bless- 
ed by the pontiff on the vigil of 
Christmas for presentation to the 
prince who has deserved best of 
the church. Scanderbeg lodged 
while in Rome in a house which, al- 
though rebuilt in 1843, still retains 
over the door his portrait in fresco 
and the laudatory inscription set up 
soon after his death. The street 
and an adjoining little piazza under 
the Quirinal gardens hgve long per- 
petuated his name as the Via di Scan- 
derbeg. He left Rome in disap- 
pointment and sorrow. 


“ Ah! what though no succor advances, 

Nor Christendom’s chivalrous lances 

Are stretched in our aid? Be the combat our own! 

And we'll perish or conquer more proudly alone ; 

For we’ve sworn by our country’s assaulters, 

By the virgins they’ve dragged from our altars, 

By our massacred patriots, our children in chains, 

By our heroes of old, and their blood in our veins, 

That, living, we shall be victorious, 

Or that, dying, our deaths shall be glorious.” 
—Campbell, 


On his way back to Albania he 
was allowed to recruit in the Vene- 
tian territories a force of thirteen 
thousand men, which he commanded 
in person. His ‘former little army 
in the field was captained by his 
faithful friend Tanusios, and after 
planning together the two generals 
attacked the Turks around Croia 








on two different points, while a vi- 
gorous sortie was made by the be- 
sieged, during which Balaban, the 
Turkish commander, was\killed. His 
death and the suddenness and vigor 
of the triple atta¢k threw the ene- 
my into confusion, and they were 
completely routed. We pass over 
other battles and victories, by which 
Scanderbeg’s resources were finally 
exhausted. The end had come. 
During the winter of 1466-7 he 
was making a tour of inspection, 
and while in the city of Alessio, or 
Lissa, as it is sometimes called, 
where the ambassador of Venice 
and the confederate chiefs of Alba- 
nia had convened to meet him and 
combine for one last and desperate 
effort, he was seized by a fever 
which proved fatal. After address- 
ing a solemn and pathetic discourse 
to his principal Officers, he embrac- 
ed them one by one, and gave or- 
ders to his only son John to cross 
over to his Neapolitan fiefs with his 
mother, and there wait until some 
favorable occasion might present it- 
self to return and put himself at the 
head of his countrymen as his fa- 
ther had done. He died during 
the night of January 17, 1467, after 
having received the Viaticum and 
Extreme Unction, and was buried 
in the cathedral church of Alessio. 
His death caused a profound sensa- 
tion throughout Europe. Moham- 
med exulted over the loss of one 
whom he called the sword and 
buckler of the Christians, and imme- 
diately poured his troops into Al- 
bania; but it was not until the year 
1478, when Croia surrendered on 
conditions which were afterwards 
basely violated, that the war ended. 
Since that time the infamous Turks 
have lorded it over the land made 
glorious in legendary lore by the 
son of Achilles, in history by King 
Pyrrhus, and in modern times by 
VOL, XXxIII.— 16 









Scanderbeg. 241 


barbarous Asiatics in any part of 
Europe is one of the foulest stains 
upon the moral sense and the poli- 
tics of Christian governments. 

When Alessio was captured the 
infidels dug up the remains of the 
great warrior and divided his bones 
among the soldiers, to be worn in 
rich reliquaries as amulets of cour- 
age. His countrymen still sing of 
him as their national hero, and the 
Turks frighten naughty children 
with his terrible name. 

After Scanderbeg’s death many 
Albanians emigrated to Italy, either 
in the suite of his son or indepen- 
dently. The most remarkable col- 
ony was in Calabria, where as late 
as 1780 their descendants, number- 
ing about one hundred thousand, 
retained the dress, manners, and 
language of their ancestors. An- 
other colony, not so numerous, is 
scattered about the Abruzzi. ‘The 
last lineal descendant of the hero 
was the Marquis of Sant’ Angelo, 
who was killed at the battle of 
Pavia by the hand (as Paulus Jo- 
vius says) of Francis I. 

Most of the Albanians remained 
Christians until the middle of the 
seventeenth century, when the ma- 
jority conformed, outwardly at 
least, to the Mohammedan religion. 
The popes have tried hard to keep 
alive the Catholic faith among the 
population, and, under the circum- 
stances, with considerable success. 
Pope Clement XI., of the (now) 
princely family of Albani which em- 
igrated from Albania in the six- 
eenth century, and settled at Ur- 
bino, established a purse of four 
thousand scudi in 1708 for the sup- 
port of three students from that 
country in the Propaganda College. 
The Catholics there do not now 
number more than ninety thou- 
sand. There are two archbishop- 
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rics, Antivari united with Scutari, 
and Durazzo, and three bishoprics, 
Alessio, Pulati, and Sappa. These 
sees are usually filled by Francis- 
cans, who, with a few Propagandists 
(with one of whom, now bishop of 
Alessio, we have the honor of being 
acquainted), are the only missiona- 
ries in the country. We conclude 
our article with a bibliographical 
notice of the subject, because, as 
Dr. Johnson used to say, a great 
part of knowledge consists in know- 
ing where knowledge is to be 
found. 

The original source of informa- 
tion upon which ail subsequent 
writers, whether with or without 
acknowledgment, have drawn is a 
work by Marino Barlezio, a priest 
of Scutari, who, besides being a na- 
tive of the country about which he 
wrote, was an almost constant com- 
panion of Scanderbeg and an eye- 
witness of most of the events which 
he relates. He was a scholar and 
penned very excellent Latin, which 
greatly adds to the charm of his 
narrative. We give the full title: 
De Vita et Moribus ac Rebus pre- 
cipue adversus Turcas gestis Geor- 
git Castrioti clarissini Epirotarum 
Principis, qui propter celeberrima fa- 
cinora Scanderbegus, hoc est Alexan- 
der Magnus, cognominatus futt. Li- 
bri xiii, It is not certain where 
this curious book was first publish- 
ed. Some say at Rome as early as 
1506, but this is extremely doubt- 
ful; others at Frankfort in 1537 (in 
folio). A German translation by 
Pinicianus was published in 1561 
in 4to, with woodcuts; and a French 
one, the language of which is quaint 
and racy, by Jacques de Lavardin, 
in 1597. Independent biographies 
have been written in Latin by an 
anonymous author at Rome in 1537 
or earlier, in folio; in Italian by 
T. M. Monardo, Venice, 1591, and 
almost immediately translated into 
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Spanish and Portuguese; in French 
by Du Poncet (Paris, 1709, in 
12mo), a Jesuit, who took upon him- 
self to refute the calumny of Ma- 
chiavelli and Helvetius, that Chris- 
tian principles and practices can 
never develop the qualities of a per- 
fect soldier, a hero. Other French 
biographies are those of Chevilly 
(Paris, 1732, 2 vols. 12mo), and 
Camille Paganel (¢did. 1855, 1 vol. 
8vo), which is the best we have 
read. In English there is one by 
Clement C. Moore, an American 
(New York, 1850), and another by 
Robert Bigsby, an Englishman (Lon- 
don, 1866); while we have also, from 
the graceful pen of Benjamin Dis- 
raeli, Zhe Rise of Iskander, a talc 
founded on Scanderbeg’s revolt 
against the Turks (London, 1833) 

A Summarium or epitome of his lif 

is preserved among'the MSS. of the 
Royal Library at Turin; and the 
Grand Ducal one at Weimar trea- 
sures among its rarities a MS. parch- 
ment called Zhe Book of Scanderbes, 
composed of three hundred and 
twenty-five leaves, each of which is 
beautifully illustrated with figures 
in india-ink representing scenes 
from civil and military life in the 
fifteenth century. lt was a present 
to the Albanian hero from Ferdi- 
nand of Aragon. Two Latin poems 
have been published about him, on 

by a German named Kokert at Lu- 
bec, 1643, and the other by a French 
Jesuit, Jean de Bussiéres, at Lyons, 
1662, in eight books; finally, one in 
Italian, called Za Scanderbeide, by a 
lady named Margherita Sarrocchi, 
without date or place of publication; 
but it sometimes turns up in book- 
sales at Rome. 

Scanderbeg’s large gilt cuirass, 
damaskeened with designs of East- 
ern pattern, is found in the Belve- 
dere collection at Vienna. It is 
supposed to have been one of his 
trophies captured in Anatolia. 
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MEN are governed more by their 
sympathies than by reason. Weak 
arguments are strong enough when 
supported by prejudice which is 
able to withstand even the most 
conclusive proofs. We do not pre- 
tend to say that this is wholly wrong. 
Our feelings are in general sincerer 
than our thoughts; spring more 
truly from our real selves; are less 
the product of artificial culture and 
more of those common principies of 
our nature which make the whole 
world akin. But since in rational 
beings the feelings cannot be purely 
instinctive, it follows that they are 
more or less modifiable by the action 
of the intellect, which in turn is also 
subject to their influence. Preju- 
dice, therefore, may be either intel- 
lectual or moral, or the one and the 
other; the most obstinate, however, 
is that which is enrooted in feeling 
and springs from sympathies and 
antipathies ; and this is usually the 
character of religious prejudice. 
The tendency to make ‘religion na- 
tional, which is a remarkable feature 
in the history of mankind, together 
with the fact that states have always 
been founded and peoples welded 
into unity by a common faith, has 
as a rule thrown upon the side of 
religion the whole force of national 
prejudice, which, though it does not 
touch the deep fountains of immor- 
tal life and of the infinite, revealed 
by faith, is yet an immense power, 
more than any other aggressive and 
defiant. As the Catholic Church 
is non-national, it is not surprising 
that she should often be brought in- 


to conflict with the spirit of nation- 
alism, 
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Christ was himself opposed by 
this spirit; on the one side he was 
attacked by the religious national- 
ism of the Jews, and on the other 
by thatof the Romans. ‘These ene- 
mies surrounded the early church. 
There was the internal struggle 
to free herself from the bonds of 
Judaism, a purely national faith; 
and there was the open battle 
with the Roman Empire for the 
liberty of the soul and her right to 
exist as a Catholic and non-national 
religion. Heresies and schisms have 
invariably been successful in propor- 
tion as they have been able to rouse 
national prejudice against the uni- 
versal church. ‘To pass over those 
of more ancient date, we may safely af- 
firm that but for this Luther’s quarrel 
with Tetzel would never have given 
birth to Protestantism. The con- 
flicts during the middle ages be- 
tween popes and emperors and 
kings, together with schisms and 
scandals, had accustomed the pub- 
lic mind, especially in Germany and 
England, to look upon the successor 
of St. Peter as a foreign potentate ; 
nor was it easy, in the state of things 
which then existed, to draw the line 
between his spiritual and his tempo- 
ral authority. He came more and 
more to be considered an Italian sove- 
reign who had usurped undue power, 
and thus in Germany and England 
Italians grew to be both hated and 
despised; and this more, probably, 
than kings and parliaments helped 
on the cause of Protestantism. 

The Catholic faith was made to 
appear, not as the religion of Christ, 
but as popery, a foreign idolatrous 
superstition, which had by artful 
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means insinuated itself amongst the 
various nations of German blood ; 
and to throw off the yoke of Italian 
despotism was held to be both po- 
litical and religious disenthralment. 
The specific doctrines of Luther 
and the other heresiarchs had mere- 
Jy an incidental influence. In Eng- 
land, where the separation from 
the church was more complete 
than elsewhere, there was the least 
doctrinal departure from Catholic 
teaching; which is of itself proof 
how little any desire for a so-called 
purer faith had to do with the move- 
ment. The appeal to the Scrip- 
tures was popular because it was an 
appeal from the pope. That the 
Reformation was not an intellectual 
revolt, at least primarily, there is 
abundant evidence in the indisputa- 
ble fact that the most enlightened 
and learned people of that age—the 
Italians—remained firm in their at- 
tachment to the old faith; and even 
in Germany, which was compara- 
tively rude and barbarous, the cul- 
tivators of the new classical learning, 
which had been revived in Italy, 
were for the most part repelled by 
the coarseness and ignorance of the 
preachers of Protestantism, who in 
England found no favor with men 
like More and Wolsey, scholars, 
both of them, and patrons of letters. 

As Protestantism did not spring 
from intellectual convictions, but 
from passion and prejudice—na- 
tional antagonisms, which had been 
intensified by ages of conflict and 
strife, and which became the potent 
allies of the ambition and rapacity 
of kings and princes—it is but na- 
tural that Protestants, continuing 
the traditions of their fathers, should 
still be influenced in their opinions 
of the Catholic Church more by 
their antipathies than by reason, and 
that these antipathies should invaria- 
bly run with the current of national 
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prejudice. Hence the objections 
to the church which really influence 
men are not religious but social. 
A Protestant who accepts the Bible 
as the word of God, and receives 
in the literal sense all that is there 
narrated, could not with any show 
of reason make difficulty about be- 
lieving the teachings of the church ; 
nor can one who trusts to himself 
alone for his creed feel great confi- 
dence that those who are supported 
by the almost unanimous consent 
of all Christians for fifteen hundred 
years, and of the great majority 
even down to the present day, are 
less certain of salvation than him- 
self. But when he comes ‘to con- 
sider the social influence of the 
church, he finds it less difficult to 
justify his dislike of Catholic insti- 
tutions; for in this direction he is 
upheld most strongly by traditional 
prejudice. That the church fosters 
ignorance and immorality is to his 
mind axiomatic. He still thinks 
that the darkness, the scandals, and 
crimes of the middle ages, which he 
always exaggerates, are to be as- 
cribed to her and not to the barba- 
rians. The labors of the learned 
have long since shown the old Pro- 
testant theory, that the church sought 
to keep the people in ignorance, to 
be not only groundless, but the re- 
verse to be true; and that not less 
false is the charge that she encour- 
aged immorality, however corrupt 
some who have held high ecclesias- 
tical positions may have been. But 
as we have quite recently discussed 
these questions,* we turn to the 
subject of the relative influence ot! 
the church and of Protestantism 
upon civil liberty. Discussions of 
this kind, though not new, are ne- 
vertheless full of actual interest. 

*“*A Sequel of the Gladstone Controversy.” 


Tue Catuouic Wortp, February, March, and 
April. 
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The subject of social liberty pro- 
foundly influences the practical con- 
troversies of the age, and bids fair 
to become of still more vital mo- 
ment in the future. The adversa- 
ries of the Catholic Church never 
feel so secure as when they attack 
her in the name of freedom. She 
is supposed to be the fatal foe of 
all liberty, intellectual, religious, and 
social. 

For the present we shall put aside 
the controversies concerning liberty 
of thought and discussion, and con- 
fine ourselves to the examination 
of the relation of the church to so- 
cial freedom. And it will be neces- 
sary, in order to institute a com- 
parison between her action and that 
of Protestantism, to go back to the 
first ages to study her early efforts 
in behalf of human rights. 

Those great battles for human 
liberty were fought, not by Chris- 
tianity, but by the Christian Church. 
The religion of Christ was from the 
beginning corporate and organized ; 
and it was through its organization 
that it exerted its influence upon 
individuals and upon society. To 
understand, therefore, the true rela- 
tion of the church to liberty, we 
must study her history inthe past 
as well as in the present. In fact, 
it is only in the light of the past 
that the present can be understood. 
The clear perception of her spirit 
and action during the centuries 
which preceded the advent of Pro- 
testantism will enable us to see how 
far and in what respect the politico- 
religious revolution of the sixteenth 
century was favorable to social free- 
dom. 

Human society, like the heavenly 
bodies, is guided by two forces, the 
natural tendencies of which are 
antagonistic, but whose combined 
action, when properly harmonized, 
produces order. Authority and 
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Liberty are the centripetal and cen- 
trifugal forces of the social world; 
but, unlike those which govern the 
motions of the planets, they are 
indefinitely modifiable by free hu- 
man agency. To regulate these 
two powers is the eternal political 
problem, which is never solved be- 
cause the factors of the equation 
are ever varying and consequently 
never known. The exaggeration 
of the principle of authority is ty- 
ranny; of that of liberty, anarchy; 
and the excess of the one is follow- 
ed by a reaction of the other, so 
that, whichever preponderates, the 
resulting evils are substantially the 
same. ‘Tyranny is anarchical, and 
anarchy is tyrannical; and both are 
equally destructive of authority and 
liberty. 

Though authority and liberty, 
as applied to human society, are 
relative terms, they presuppose the 
absolute, and therefore have as their 
only rational basis the existence 
of a personal God; and hence the 
social order is, in its very constitu- 
tive elements, religious. In view 
of this-fact it is not surprising that 
the state, which is the symbol of 
secular society, should be drawn to 
usurp the functions of the church, 
the symbol of the spiritual order. 
As a result of this tendency, pre- 
christian history shows us a univer- 
sal subordination of religion to the 
temporal government, or, what is 
practically the same, the identifi- 
cation of the two powers; since, 
where both are united, that* which 
regards man’s present, visible, and 
urgent wants will always prepon- 
derate. 

The direct consequence of this 
was the destruction of liberty ; 
indirectly it also undermined au- 
thority. The state was absolute, 
and under the most favorable 
circumstances, as in the Greco- 
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Roman civilization, recognized the 
rights of the citizen, but not those 
of man; and even the citizen had 
rights only in so far as the state 
saw fit to grant them. ‘The logical 
development of the absorption of 
all power by the state may be seen 
in imperial Rome, in which the 
ruler was at once emperor, supreme 
pontiff, and God. 


When the Christian, though 


willing to obey Cesar in temporal 


matters, reserved to himself a whole 
world upon which he would permit 
no human authority to trespass, 
he asserted, together with the su- 
premacy of his spiritual nature, 
the principle to which modern 
nations owe their liberties. It 
would indeed be difficult to ex- 
aggerate the influence of this as- 
sertion of the sovereign rights of 
the individual conscience. It con- 
tains the principles of all rights and 
the essential elements of progress 
and civilization; it is the necessary 
preamble to every declaration of 
human liberties; the logical justifi- 
cation of all resistance to tyranny, 
and of every reaction against brute 
force and consecrated wrong. It 
is the impregnable stronghold of 
freedom, without which the senti- 
ment of personal independence 
which the barbarians brought with 
them into European life would 
have been powerless to found free 
institutions. That sentiment was 
as strong in the North American 
Indians ; in the Tartar and Turkish 
hordes which swept down from the 
table-lands of Asia upon fairer and 
more fertile regions; and yet with 
them it only subserved the cause 
of despotism. It is, indeed, inherent 
in human nature. To be self-con- 
scious is to wish to be free and to 
take delight in the possession of 
liberty. This feeling finds a sanc- 
tuary in the heart of every boy who 
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roams the forest, or plunges through 
the stream, or beholds the eagle 
cleave the blue heavens. It was as 
active in the breasts of the early 
Greeks and Romans as in the bar- 
barians who rushed headlong upon 
a falling empire. The love of lib- 
erty was, in fact, with them a sublime 
passion, and yet they were unable 
to found free institutions because 
the state, absorbing the whole man, 
made itself absolute. 

They lacked, moreover, that of 
which the barbarians were also de- 
prived—the knowledge of the worth 
and dignity of human nature. Man, 
as man, was not honored; to have 
any rights did not come of our com- 
mon nature, but of the accident of 
citizenship. Slavery was consecrat- 
ed as being not only just but neces- 
sary ; and the slave was outside the 
pale of the law. Woman was de- 
graded and infant life was not held 
sacred. In nothing is the contrast 
between modern and ancient civili- 
zations more striking than in their 
manner of regarding human life. 
With us the life of the ciel child 
is under the protection of con- 
science, of public opinion, and of 
the law equally with that of the 
highest and noblest. Its value to 
the state, to society, to the world, is 
not considered ; we think of it only 
as a creature of God, endowed by 
him with rights which men may not 
violate. But this doctrine is un- 
known to paganism. In Rome the 
father was free either to bring up 
his child or to murder it ; even the 
laws of Romulus grant him this 
privilege, with the nominal restric- 
tion of obtaining the consent of the 
nearest of kin; but under the em- 
pire his right to kill his newly- 
born infant was fully recognized 
The abandonment of children by their 
parents was a universal custom, and 
one of which the Emperor Augustus 









approved in the case of the infant 
of his niece Julia. If child-murder 
was not a crime, abortion, of course, 


was no offence at all, and was uni- 


versally practised, especially among 
the rich. The contempt in which 
human life was held is seen also in 
the public games—in which hun- 
dreds of men were made to butcher 
one another merely for the amuse- 
ment of the spectators—as well as 
in the power of life and death of the 
master over his slave. 

It has been maintained quite re- 
cently that those who gave their 
‘approval and lent the countenance 
of their presence to these inhumani- 
ties were not therefore cruel; that, 
on the contrary, many of them were 
kind-hearted and benevolent; but 
this, if we grant it, makes our argu- 
ment all the stronger, since it proves 
that the system was more vicious 
than the men. A social state which 
does not respect life is incompatible 
with liberty. It would be vain to 
seek for the origin of our free in- 
stitutions in any supposed peculiar- 
ities of our barbarous ancestors. 
Nothing short of a radical -revolu- 
tion of thought as to what man is 
could have made civil liberty possi- 
ble. It was necessary to re-endow 
the individual with absolute and in- 
violable rights in the presence of 
the state. Man had to be taught 
that he is more than the state; that 
to be man is godlike, to be a citizen 
is human; but this he could not 
learn so long as he remained help- 
lessly under the absolute power of 
the state; nor could he, with the 
conviction that the state is the 
highest and that he exists for it, 
make any effort to break the bonds 
of his servitude. Before this could 
be possible he had to be received 
into a society distinct from, and in- 
dependent of, the state; he had to 
be made fully conscious that he is a 
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child of God, in whose sight slaves 
have equal rights with kings. It 
was necessary to bring out man’s 
personal destiny in strong contrast 
to the pagan view, which took in 
only his social mission, and this nar- 
rowly and imperfectly. 

This is what the Christian reli- 
gion did: it created a personal self- 
consciousness which made heroes 
of the commonest natures. The 
Roman died for his country; the 
Christian died for God and for his 
own soul’s sake. He was not led 
to brave death by the majesty of 
the city, of the empire, or by the 
memory of the victories which had 
borne his country’s arms in triumph 
through the world, but by his own 
individual faith and duty as a man 
with a personal and immortal des- 
tiny. When the Christian appealed 
from emperors and senates and 
armies, from the power and force 
of the whole world, to God, it was 
the single human soul asserting it- 
self as something above and beyond 
this visible universe. Neyer be- 
fore had the eternal and the infinite 
come so near to man; never before 
had he so felt his own immortal 
strength. He was lifted up into the 
heaven of heavens, stood face to 
face with the everlasting verities of 
God, became a dweller in the world 
that is, and the garments of space 
and time fell from his new-born soul. 
He was free; strong in the liberty 
with which Christ had clothed him, 
he defied all tyrannies. “As we 
have not placed our hope,” said 
Justin to the Emperor Antoninus, 
“on things which are seen, we fear 
not those who take away our lives ; 
death being, moreover, unavoida- 
ble.” The pagan Roman knew, in- 
deed, how to die; but his death, 
though full of grandeur and dig- 
nity, was sombre and hopeless; he 
died as the victim of fate. To the 
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Christian death came as the messen- 
ger of life; he died as one who is 
certain of eternity, as one whose 
soul is free and belongs to himself 
and God. This sense of a personal 
destiny which is eternal, of infinite 
responsibility, gave to the individ- 
ual a strength and independence of 
character for which we will seek in 
vain among the religions of pagan- 
ism. It is a feeling wholly distinct 
from the barbarian’s dislike of re- 
straint. ‘The love of wild and ad- 
venturous life neither fits men for 
the enjoyment of liberty nor predis- 
poses them to grant it to others. 
The more we study the history 
of Christian nations, the more pro- 
found is our conviction that without 
their religion they could never have 
won their liberties, which even now 
without this divine suppert could 
not be maintained. It is to our 
religion that we are indebted for 
the creation of popular free speech. 
Before Christ gave the divine com- 
mission to the apostles, philoso 
phers had discoursed to their chosen 
disciples, and orators had declaim- 
ed to citizens, on the interests of 
the state; but no one had spoken to 
thé people as moral beings with 
duties and responsibilities which 
lift them into the world of the 
infinite and eternal. There were 
priesthoods, but they were mute be- 
fore the people, intent upon hiding 
from them all knowledge of their 
mysteries. Religious eloquence did 
not exist; it first received a voice on 
the shores of the Lake of Gene- 
sareth and on the hills of Judea, in 
the preaching of Jesus, who remains 
for ever its highest exponent, speak- 
ing as one who had authority with 
godlike liberty on whatever most 
nearly touches the dearest interests 
of men; speaking chiefly to the 
people, bringing back to their minds 
the long-forgotten truths which 
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prove them the royal race of God. 
The preaching of God’s word with 
the liberty of Heaven, which no 
earthly authority might lessen, be- 
came the great school of the human 
race; it was the first popular teach- 
ing, and like an electric thrill it ran 
through the earth. It belongs ex- 
clusively to the religicn of Christ. 
Mahomet, who sought to borrow it, 
was able to catch only its feeble 
echo. This free Christian public 
speech is unlike all other oratory ; 
it possesses an incommunicable char- 
acteristic, through which it has ex- 
ercised the most beneficent influ- 
ence upon the destinies of mankind. 
It is essentially spiritual, lifts the 
soul above the flesh, and creates 
new ideals of life; inspiring con- 
tempt for whatever is low and pass- 
ing, it begets enthusiasm for the 
divine and eternal. It is a voice 
whose soul-thrill is love, the bound- 
less love of God and of men, who 
are the children of this love, and 
therefore brothers. This voice can- 
not be bought, it cannot be silenced. 
Currit verbum, said St. Paul, and 
again from his prison-cell: “ But the 
word of God isnot fettered.” On in- 
numerable lips it is born ever anew ; 
and always and everywhere it is a 
protest against the brutality of power, 
an appeal in the name of God, our 
Father in heaven, in behalf of the 
poor, the oppressed, the disinherit- 
ed of humanity. Men may still be 
tyrants, may still crush the weak 
and sacrifice truth and justice to 
their lustful appetites; but the 
voice of God, threatening, com- 
manding, rebuking, shall be silent 
nevermore. 

Festus will tremble before Paul ; 
at the bidding of Ambrose Theo- 
dosius will repent; and before Hil- 
debrand the brutal Henry will bow 
his head. At the sound of this 
voice all Europe shall rouse itself, 








shall rush, impelled by some divine 
instinct, into the heart of Asia, to 
strike the mighty. power which 
threatened to blight the budding 
hope of the world. If we would 
understand the relations of the 
church to liberty, we must consider 
the influence of this free speech, 
which, without asking the permis- 
sion of king or people, impelled by 
a divine necessity, made itself heard 
of the whole earth. Over the door 
of his Academy Plato had inscribed : 
“None but geometers enter here ”; 
over the portals of the church was 
written the word of Christ: “Come 
to me, all ye who iabor and are 
heavy laden.” “ All you,” exclaim- 
ed St. Augustine, “ who labor, who 
dig the earth, who fish in the sea, 
who carry burdens, or slowly and 
painfully construct the barks in 
which your brothers will dare the 
waves—all enter here, and I will 
explain to you not only the yy@Sz 
oéavtov of Socrates, but the most 
hidden of raysteries—the Trinity.” 
This new eloquence was as large as 
the human race; it was for all, and 
first of all for the poor and the op- 
pressed. It was not artistic, in the 
technical meaning; it did not cap- 
tivate the senses; it was not polish- 
ed. There was no showy marshal- 
ling of words and phrases, no sweet 
and varied modulation of voice, no 
graceful and commanding gesture. 
Around the altar were gathered the 
slave, the beggar, the halt, and the 
blind—the oppressed and suffering 
race of men. If with them were 
found the rich and high-born, they 
were there as brothers—their wealth 
and noble birth entered not into 
the church of Christ. Here there 
was neither freeman nor slave—all 
were one. Thus in every Christian 
assembly was typed the humanity 
which was to be when all men 
would be brothers and free. To 
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this new race the apostle of Christ 
spoke: “ My brothers,” he said, or 
“My children”; and though all 
history and all society shrieked out 
against him, his hearers felt and 
knew that his words were God's 
truth. The heart is not deceived 
in love. “I seek not yours,” he 
said, “ but you; for God is my wit- 
ness how I long after you all in the 
heart of Jesus Christ. . . . I could 
wish that myself were accursed, if 
only my brethren be saved.” And 
then, with the liberty which love 
alone can inspire, he threatened, 
rebuked, implored, laid bare the 
hidden wounds of the soul, nor 
feared to become an enemy for 
speaking the truth. To the great 
and rich he spoke in the plainest 
and strongest manner, reminding 
them of their duties, denouncing 
their indifference, their cruelty, their 
injustice ; and then, in words soft as 
oil, he breathed hope and courage 
into the hearts of those who suffer, 
showing them beyond this short and 
delusive life the certain reward of 
their struggles and sorrows. He 
taught them that the soul is the 
highest, that purity is the best, that 
only the clean of heart see God; 
that man’s chief worth lies in that 
which is common to all, derived 
from God and for him created. Hu- 
man life was perishing, wastefully 
poured through the senses on every 
carnal thing. No love of beauty or 
truth or justice was left. ‘The mind 
was darkened, the heart was par- 
alyzed. The great, strong human 
passions that bore the people of 
Rome in triumph through the earth 
were dead; everywhere, in religion, 
in art, in manners, was the deadly 
blight of materialism; a kind of de- 
lirium hurried all men into animal 
indulgences fatal alike to soul and 
body. ‘To a race thus glued to the 
earth by carnal appetites came the 
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voice of the apostle, preaching 
Christ and him ¢rucified ; telling of 
the divine love that had bowed the 
heavens and brought down to men 
God’s own Son to suffer, to labor, 
to die for them. He was poor, he 
was meek and humble, he fasted, he 
prayed; he comforted the sorrowful, 
gave hope to the despairing; he 
offered up his life for men. Such 
as he was those who believe in him 
must be. To serve the lusts of the 
flesh, to be heartless, to be cruel, to 
be unjust, is to have no part with 
him. The greed of gold and of plea- 
sure had reduced the masses of 
men to slavery and beggary; those 
who would follow God’s Son in the 
perfect way were to sell what they 
had, to give to the poor. The 
whole race of men was fallen, sunk 
in sin; the disciples of Christ were 
bidden to separate themselves from 
a world which had denied God, that, 
having received faith, hope, and 
love through union with him, they 
might bring to the dying peoples 
a new life. 

The Christian religion turned 
the mind’s eye from the contem- 
plation of beauty of form to the 
inner life‘of the soul ; from thoughts 
of power and success to principles 
of right and justice. All the forces 
of society had been brought to- 
gether to develop in its highest 
potency the passion of patriotism, 
which, bending to its purpose all 
the powers of individual life, had 
created mighty states, embeliished 
them with art, crowned them with 
victory, made them eternal in liter- 
ature that cannot die; but on the 
altar of all this glory man had been 
sacrificed. Patriotism had failed, 
hopelessly failed, to satisfy the un- 
utterable longings of an immortal 
race. It was based upon false 
principles and perverted instincts. 
Man’s end is not more fulfilled in 
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citizenship in a great and prosper- 
ous state than in the possession of 
vast wealth. The religion of pa- 
triotism was a low and material 
creed without eternal verities upon 
which to rest. Power was its di- 
vinity, and it was therefore without 
mercy ; success was its justification, 
and it consequently trampled upon 
right. It is not surprising that 
such principles should have creat- 
ed states whose chief business was 
to prey upon the human race, and 
which, when conquest was no lon- 
ger possible, were brought to ruin 
by the viciousness of their essential 
constitutions. In fact, patriotism, 
as understood by the pre-christian 
states, was a denial of the princi- 
ples out of which the common law 
of Christendom has grown. It 
placed the interests of the nation 
above those of the race, and there- 
by justified all inhumanity if only 
it tended to the particular good of 
the state. 

In contradiction of this unjust 
and narrow spirit, the Christian 
preacher declared that man’s first 
duty is to God, as his first aim 
should be to seek God’s kingdom 
by purifying and developing his 
own moral nature. He declared 
that man is more than the state, as 
God is more than the world; in- 
spiring in another form those views 
of the paramount worth of the in- 
dividual soul without which there 
could be no successful reaction 
against the slavery and degradation 
of paganism. “The world,” said 
Tertullian, “is the common country 
and republic of all men.” 

These principles gradually work- 
ed their way, through “the foolish- 
ness of preaching,” into’the minds 
and hearts of the masses and became 
the leaven of a new society. Let 
us examine their action more spe- 
cially. In the church the brother 
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hood of the race was from the ear- 
liest day not only taught but recog- 
nized as a fact. “ There is neither 
Jew nor Greek,” said St. Paul, 
“ neither bond nor free, neither male 
nor female; for you are all one in 
Christ Jesus.” This doctrine is 
stated in various places in the New 
‘Testament with such emphasis as to 
leave no doubt of its true meaning. 
It is equally certain, however, that 
the apostles did not proclaim the 
emancipation of the slaves. “ Let 
those who are servants under the 
yoke,” said the same apostle who 
declared that in Christ there was 
neither bond nor free, “ count their 
masters worthy of all honor, lest the 
name of the Lord and his doctrines 
be blasphemed.” 

It was not the spirit of the Chris- 
tian faith to encourage visionary 
schemes or to awaken wild dreams 
of liberty; but rather to subdue 
and chasten the heart, to make men 
content to bear worthily the ills of 
life by giving to suffering a meaning 
and a blessing. 

The misery of the pagan slave 
was extreme, but it was also hope- 
less. He believed himself the vic- 
tim of relentless fate, from whose 
power death was the only deliver- 
ance, and he therefore rushed wildly 
into all excess, giving little thought 
to whether he should live to see 
the morrow. Suffering for him was 
without meaning—a remediless evil, 
a blind punishment inflicted by re- 
morseless destiny. For this reason 
also his wretchedness excited no 
pity. Even as late as the time of 
St. Ambrose the pagans were accus- 
tomed to say: “ We care not to give 
to people whom the gods must have 
cursed, since they have left them in 
sorrow and want.” 

But with the preaching of Christ, 
and him crucified, came the divine 
doctrine of expiatory suffering—of 
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suffering that purifies, regenerates, 
ennobles, begets the unselfish tem- 
per and the heroic mood. When 
the Christian suffered he was but 
filling up the measure of the suffer- 
ings of Christ. The slave, laboring 
for his master, was not seeking to 
please men; he was “the servant 
of Christ, doing the will of God from 
the heart”; “knowing that what- 
soever good any man shall do, the 
same shall he receive from the 
Lord, whether he be bond or free.” 
Masters in turn were taught to 
treat their slaves kindly and gently, 
even as brothers; “knowing that 
the Lord both of them and of you 
is in heaven, and with him there is 
no respect of persons.” 

Thus, without attempting to de- 
stroy slavery by schemes that must 
have been premature, the Christian 
religion changed its nature by dif- 
fusing correct notions concerning 
the mutual rights and duties implied 
in the relations of master and slave. 
The slave as a brother in Christ is 
separated by a whole world from the 
slave who is a toolor chattel. Who 
can read St. Paul’s Epistle to Phile- 
mon, written in behalf of the fugi- 
tive slave Onesimus, without per- 
ceiving the radical revolution which 
Christianity was destmed to make in 
regardto slavery? “I beseech thee 
for my son, Onesimus : . Te- 
ceive him as my own heart ; no lon- 
ger as a slave, but as a most dear 
brother. If he hath wronged thee 
in anything, or is in thy debt, put 
it to my account.” 

This is after all but the applica- 
tion of the teaching of Christ: I 
was hungry, I was thirsty, I was 
sick, I was a captive, and ye fed 
me, ye gave me to drink, ye visited 
me; for inasmuch as ye have done 
this for the least of my brethren, ye 
have done it for me. In every suf- 
fering and wronged human being 
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there is the Christ to be honored, to 
be loved, to be served. Whosoever 
refuses to take part in this ministry 
places himself outside the kingdom 
of God. 

Slavery, from the Christian point 
of view, is but one of the thousand 
ills entailed upon the human race 
by the transgression of Adam; it is 
enrooted, not in nature, but in sin; 
and as Christ died to destroy sin, 
his religion must tend to diminish 
and gradually abolish its moral re- 
sults. The freedom of all men in 
Christ which the great apostle so 
boldly proclaims must in time find 
its counterpart in the equality of 
all men before the law. Indeed, the 
admission of the slave into the 
Christian brotherhood logically im- 
plied the abolition of slavery. Itso 
raised the individual by giving him 
the knowledge of his true dignity, 
and.so softened the master’s treat- 
ment, that the moral elevation of the 
whole class was the inevitable result. 
In this way the church made the 
slave worthy to be free, and from 
this to liberty there is but a step. 
“We teach the slaves,” said Ori- 
gen, “how they may beget in them- 
selves a noble spirit, and so become 
free’; and it need not surprise us, 
therefore, when Lactantius testifies 
that among Christians already in his 
day the difference between master 
and slave was but formal; in spirit 
both were brothers and fellow-ser- 
vants of Christ. Nor is it remark- 
able that as evidence of this moral 
regeneration we should find the 
slaves among the early martyrs. 
There is an example of the senti- 
ments which Christians entertained 
for their slaves in the self-reproaches 
of St. Paulinus in his letter to Sul- 
picius Severus: “He has served 
me,” he wrote; “he has been my 
slave. Woe to me, who have suffer- 
ed that he who has never been a 
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slave to sin should serve a sinner. 
Every day he washed my feet, and, 
had I permitted it, would have 
cleansed my sandals; eager to ren- 
der every service to the body, that he 
might gain dominion over the soul. 
It is Jesus Christ himself whom I 
venerate in this youth; for every 
faithful soul: comes from God, and 
every one who is humble of heart 
proceeds from the very heart of 
Christ.” Men who felt so lovingly 
and so deeply for their fellows 
could not long consent to hold them 
in bondage. “We have known,” 
wrote Pope Clement to the Corin- 
thians, “many of the faithful to be- 
come bondsmen that they might ran- 
som their brethren.” 

Pagan masters, such as Hermes 
and Chromatius, on the occasion of 
their baptism gave freedom to their 
slaves; and holy women, like St. 
Melania, induced their husbands to 
follow this example. “Every day,” 
wrote Salvian in the fifth century, 
“slaves receive the right of citizen- 
ship and are permitted to carry with 
them whatever they have saved in 
the house of their master.” And 
we know, upon the authority of St. 
Gregory of Nyssa, that these manu- 
missions frequently took place at 
Easter and other solemn festivals of 
the church. After the conversion 
of Constantine the influence of the 
church induced the civil authority 
to relax the severity of its legal en- 
actments concerning slaves. Their 
manumission, especially from reli- 
gious motives, was facilitated and the 
cruelty of masters was restrained. 
The successors of Constantine, par- 
ticularly Justinian, continued to act 
in the same generous spirit, until 
finally, in the sixth century, ail the 
harsher pagan laws were abolished, 
and men who had been slaves were 
even admitted to holy orders. This 
wonderful change in the policy of 
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the Roman state had been wrought 
by the pressure of Christian influ- 
ences. The voices of the great 
preachers, St. Chrysostom, St. Am- 
brose, St. Augustine, never wearied 
in pleading the cause of the slave; 
the councils of the church placed 
them under the protection of the 
ecclesiastical law; the bishops and 
priests defended them against the 
cruelty of their masters; and when 
once they were free, the church 
clothed their liberty with an invio- 
lable sanctity. In other ways, too, 
religious influences were at work to 
destroy slavery. The universal cus- 
tom of the ancient pagan nations, 
which deprived captives of war 
of their freedom, was an unfailing 
source of supply to the slave mar- 
kets. Though the church was un- 
able at once to erase from the bat- 
tle-flags of the ancient world the 
Ve victis, she found means to al- 
leviate the lot of the captive. 

We have quoted the words of St. 
Clement to show that in his day al- 
ready Christians not unfrequently 
took upon themselves voluntary ser- 
vitude in order to redeem their 
brethren. The property of the 
church was considered best em- 
ployed when used for the redemp- 
tion of captives. For this purpose 
the bishops were permitted to sell 
even the sacred vessels of the altar. 
“Since our Redeemer, the Creator 
of all things,” wrote Pope St. Gre- 
gory, “ has vouchsafed in his good- 
ness to become man, in order to 
restore to us our first liberty by 
breaking, through his divine grace, 
the bonds of servitude by which we 
were held captive, it is a holy deed 
to give to men, by enfranchisement, 
their native freedom; for in the be- 
ginning nature made them all free, 
and they have been subjected to 
the yoke of slavery only by the law 
of nations.” 
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A council held at Rome under 
this great pope (A.D. 595) decreed 
that slaves who wished to enter the 
monastic life should receive their 
liberty ; and so great was the num- 
ber of those who availed themselves 
of this privilege that the masters 
on all sides loudly complained of it 
as an intolerable abuse. The church 
of the middle ages went still fur- 
ther in the warfare for human liber- 
ty. Slavery existed among the Ger- 
manic races which overran the Ro- 
man Empire and took possession of 
its territory ; and with them, too, the 
slave was the property of the mas- 
ter, who had the right to exchange, 
to sell, or even to put him to death. 

The struggle which had been but 
begun amidst the corruptions of 
ancient Rome with an effete and 
dying race was renewed with the 
wild and rugged children of the 
forest. In this great battle for the 
rights of man the monks came for- 
ward as the leaders. In many con- 
vents it was forbidden to have slaves, 
and when the wealthy took the mo- 
nastic habit they were required to 
emancipate their slaves. 

A council held in England in 
816 ordained that at the death of a 
bishop all his English slaves should 
be given their freedom; and at the 
Council of Armagh, in 1172, all Eng- 
lish slaves in Ireland were emanci- 
pated. The Council of Coblentz, 
held in 922, declares that he who 
sells a Christian into slavery is guil- 
ty of murder. 

Numerous decrees of ecclesiasti- 
cal synods condemned the slave- 
trade, and with such efficacy that 
by the end of the tenth century 
slaves were no longer sold in the 
kingdom of the Franks. 

In the British Islands this abuse 
was not eradicated till towards the 
close of the twelfth century. In 
Bohemia it was abolished in the 
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tenth, andin Swedenin the thirteenth 
century. The church continued to 
buy slaves in order to give them 
their liberty. The right of asylum 
was given to those who fled from 
the cruelty of their masters. The 
historical records of manumission 
in the middle ages, as preserved in 
testamentary acts, almost univer- 
sally assign religious motives for the 
emancipation of slaves. 

The efforts of the church in the 
first centuries of Christianity, and 
later too, in behalf of the weak and 
the oppressed—woman, the child, 
and the slave—are intimately con- 
nected with the progress of civil 
liberty. It is impossible for us, 
who are the children of two thou- 
sand years of Christian influences, 
to realize the full significance of 
her enthusiastic devotion to the 


people, poor, suffering, and degrad- 


ed, in an age in which no other 
voice than hers pleaded for them. 
In order to do this we should be 
able to place ourselves in the midst 
of the old pagan world, so as to 
contemplate the abject condition 
to. which the masses of men had 
been reduced—a state so pitiable 
that possibly nothing short of the 
appearance of God himself, in pov- 
erty and sorrow, could have inspir- 
ed the courage even to hope for 
better things. 

The history of heathenism, in the 
past as in the present, is marked by 
contempt for man, by the degra- 
dation of the multitude. In this re- 
spect the civilization of Greece and 
Rome was not different from that 
of India and China in our own day. 
If in Christian nations, after long 
struggles and terrible conflicts, a 
better state of social existence has 
been brought about, we owe it to 
Christ working in and through his 
church. To render liberty possi- 
ble an intellectual and moral revo- 
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lution had to take place. New 
ideas as to what man is in himself 
simply, new sentiments as to what 
is due him by virtue of his very 
nature, new doctrines as to what 
all men owe to all men, had to be 
preached and accepted before there 
could be any question of civil re- 
form in the direction of larger and 
more universal liberty. Institu- 
tions, laws, constitutions are me- 
chanical, the surfaces of things, 
social garments which, unless they 
cover and protect some inner life 
and divine truth, are merely useless 
forms. Liberty, individual and so- 
cial, is inseparable from self-con- 
trol, which is born of self-denial. 
Good men cannot be made by good 
laws any more than by good 
clothes. Man, of course, is influ- 
enced, in part educated, by what 
he wears as by what he eats; but it 
does not follow that the wisest 
course would be to hand over the 
children, body and soul, to cooks 
and tailors. Not less unreasonable 
is it to surrender them to politicians 
to be drilled and fashioned by the 
mechanical appliances of govern- 
ment. 

Liberty is of the soul; it is from 
this sanctuary that it passes into the 
laws and customs of society. Men 
who are slaves in heart cannot be 
made free by legislative enactments. 
The church of Christ taught men 
how to be worthy to be free by 
showing them'liberty’s great law— 
self-denial; by restoring to the sou! 
the sovereignty of which it had been 
deprived since the gates of Paradise 
were barred; by clothing human 
nature with inviolable sacredness 
and inalienable rights ; by proclaim- 
ing that man, for being simply man, 
is worthy of all love and respect. 

When Christ came, the slave, with- 
out honor and without hope, was 
everywhere. The master was like his 
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slave. Surrounded by human herds, 
to whom vice in its most degrading 
forms had become a necessity, he 
breathed in an atmosphere of cor- 
ruption against.whose deadly poison 
he was powerless to contend. His 
life was a fever alternating between 
lustand blood. The debauched are 
always cruel, and as men sank deep- 
er into the slough of sensual indul- 
gence thecry for carnage grew fiercer. 
Nothing but the hacking and man- 
gling of human bodies could rouse 
the senses, deadened by the grati- 
fication of brutish passions. Here 
and there a stray voice protested, 
but only in the sad tones of despair. 
Hope had fled; the world was pros- 
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trate; in the mephitic air of sensu- 
ous indulgence the soul was stifled ; 
the poor were starving and the rich 
were glutted; a thousand slaves 
could hardly feed the stomach of 
Dives; and Jesus Christ took Laz- 
arus in his arms, and in a voice from 
heaven called upon all who believed 
in God and in man to follow him 
in the service of outraged humanity ; 
and his voice was re-echoed through 
the earth and through the ages. At 
its sound the despairing took heart, 
the dead lived, the poor heard the 
new gospel of glad tidings, and the 
slave, crushed and ignored by human 
society, found citizenship and liber- 
ty in the kingdom of God. 





EASTER IN ST. PETER’S, ROME, 1875. 


‘THe glorious sun of Easter morn- 
ing, 1875, arose in splendor, gilding 
the domes and turrets of the Eternal 
City with burnished gold, picturing 
to the mind the gates of Paradise 
this day opened by the Sun of Right- 
eousness. ‘The Roman people were 
early astir, though no cannon cound- 
ed from Mount St. Angelo to usher 
in the great festival, nor papal ban- 
ner flung its folds to the breeze 
from that old citadel this bright 
spring day to speak to Christians 
of him whom our Lord appointed 
to watch over his sheep. 

After early’.Masse at the church 
of Sant Andreadelle Fratte, so much 
beloved and sought after by Eng- 
lish and American Catholics in 
Rome as the place where Ratisbon 
the Jew received the great gift of 


faith, we took our way to the Basi- 
lica of St. Peter. Multitudes filled 
the streets, men and women in ho- 
liday attire, but not with the old- 
time life and exhilaration of a great 
festa. Loss does not sit lightly 
on the Roman; and everywhere 
there seemed to be something want- 
ing to make this day what it should 
have been; no grand processions, 
no public solemn High Mass cele- 
brated with august ceremonies by 
his Holiness, no precious benedic- 
tions from his paternal hand. A 
veil hung over the face of our Eas- 
ter joys; for the Bride of Christ sat 
in sackcloth. 

When we entered on the pave- 
ment of St. Peter’s, far-off sounds of 
joyous music came from the canon’s 
chapel, scarcely reaching the hal- 
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lowed arches without ; but a wail of 
sadness, a chord of grief, ran through 
it all, for wicked men had made it im- 
possible that our Holy Father should 
present himself at the altar where 
he alone officiates, lest his presence 
should excite tumult and _ blood- 
shed among his dear children. 
High Mass was being celebrated in 
the canon’s chapel, which contains 
one of the forty or more altars of 
St. Peter’s, and is shut off from the 
aisle by a glass partition. Crowds 
had pressed in among the dignita- 
ries of the church, and far out into 
the nave hundreds were uniting 
themselves to the Holy Sacrifice 
there offered. 

There is perhaps no place on 
earth where a person can be so 
entirely alone among a multitude 
as at St. Peter’s. Each one seems 
bent upon the particular, purpose 
that brought him there. The 
church on this day contained 
twelve thousand people at least 
(we heard the number rated much 
higher), but no noise was heard 
save the constant footfall on the 
marble pavement and the faint 
echo of the voices from the choir, 
while of room there was no lack. 
Low Masses were being celebrated 
at many of the altars, around which 
gathered groups of attentive wor- 
shippers ; and when the tinkling of 
the small bell hung at the door of 
the sacristy gave notice of another 
Mass, from every quarter persons 
were seen moving rapidly forward 
following the priest to the altar 
where he was to celebrate. 

Many there were in that privileg- 
ed place on that holy day who had 
come from motives of curiosity, to 
see what it was all like—gazers who 
looked upon Catholics with cool 
contempt as but a step removed 
from the heathen to whom they 
send missionaries; the industrious 
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sight-seeker, the tourist, whom no 
solemn function can hold more 
than a few minutes, coming even 
on Easter day with their red-cover- 
ed ‘ Badeker,’ and sometimes with 
their opera-glasses levelled at the 
altar where the priest was saying 
Mass, and walking with perfect 
nonchalance over and among the 
people kneeling in devotion. They 
spoke to each otherin undertones (in- 
telligible to one of their own tongue), 
and with visible sneers, of the sub- 
jection and superstition of “these 
Romanists.” A few of them were 
Americans, while more were Eng- 
lish; but, it is needless to say, none 
of them persons of good breeding. 
Long lines of students from the 
various colleges in Rome passed 
and repassed, each in their dis- 
tinctive color, pausing a moment 
on bended knee to speak to our 
dear Lord in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, then going onward toward 
the hundred lamps that burn con- 
tinually before the tomb of the 
Prince of the Apostles, and pass- 
ing quietly out again to visit some 
other temple. There were schools 
of boys and schools of girls in pic- 
turesque costumes, charity children 
and children of princes, all kneel- 
ing together before their common 
Lord, all seeking their share in his 
Easter benedictions. Streams of 
people flowed in from the Campag- 
na, often rough, ragged, unkempt— 
the women in their harlequin holi- 
day clothes, the men in goat-ski: 
breechesand brilliant vests. These, 
like the others, had come Aome; for 
St. Peter’s is a home for all, and 
the poorest beggar feels that he has 
a right withy: those consecrated 
walls. Soldiers and officers in the 
varied uniform of the Italian army 
walked about listlessly, sometimes 
haughtily, only a few bending their 
knee as they recognized the divine 
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Presence. We pitied them greatly ; 
to be an earnest Catholic in Victor 
Emanuel’s army must be a great 
trial to one’s faith. 

The numerous confessionals, for 
many different languages, were the 
resort of wayfarers that day, while 
the confessors sat quietly at their 
posts hour after hour listening to 
the tale of sin and repentance. 
Almost every Catholic paused to 
touch and kiss the foot of the bronze 
statue of St. Peter, worn by centu- 
ries of devout kisses. The statue 
had this day a new attraction ; for 
over it was hung a gorgeous dra- 
pery of scarlet and gold. We found 
that these rich hangings, so grace- 
ful and beautiful, were in mosaic 
from the famous workshop of the 
Vatican. A fine portrait of the 
Holy Father crowned the whole, 
wrought from the same material, 
and a very satisfactory likeness. 

This calls to mind an incident 
which took place in the Vatican 
Basilica a short time before the 
Easter day of which we are writing. 
We had gone to St. Peter’s for 
Lenten rest and refreshment, and, 
having visited the Chapel of the 
Blessed Sacrament, were directing 
our steps to the altar of our Blessed 
Mother, when a sacristan politely 
requested us to leave the church. 
We were inclined to rebel for a 
moment, till we observed the whole 
assembly, priests as well as people, 
moving towards the entrance; we 
followed, of course, and the doors 
wereclosed. So surprising a move- 
ment in the middle of the day was 
the cause of much questioning, and 
it was discovered that his Holiness 
wished to see the decorations put 
over the statue of St. Peter by his 
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orders. He could no. appear be 
fore the congregation, lest the zeal 
of his Catholic children might get 
the better of their prudence, and 
cries of Viva i1 Papa! might bring 
upon innocent friends the indigna- 
tion of the Italian government, as 
they had done on a former occasion. 

This day we were to see no illu- 
minations of the grand facade and 
the broad portico; no brilliantly- 
lighted cupola, visible to the furthest 
corner of Rome; none of the im- 
posing ceremonies that have been 
so much sought after and admired 
by Protestants. These latter go 
away from the Easter celebrations 
dissatisfied, sometimes annoyed and 
angry, that they should be de- 
prived of the fine sights “just 
for a whim of the Pope.” We 
heard them utter these words as we 
passed down the massive steps 
leading to the piazza. They seem- 
ed to forget that holy church puts 
not forth her beauties solely for the 
delectation of Protestants who come 
to Rome at Christmas and Easter 
“to see sights.” They might know 
that when her Head is bowed with 
sorrow, all true children of the 
church carry the same cross, the 
whole body suffering with the head. 
There was joy tempered with much 
sadness in our hearts as we went 
from the noble basilica and wan- 
dered away to the Coliseum, fit 
emblem of the church in the Rome 
of to-day. Ruthless hands—hands 
of those who would. make Rome 
like any modern city—have shorn 
this sacred spot of half its beauties ; 
hard hearts have stripped it of its 
hallowed stations and forbidden 
the people to pray where the mar- 
tyrs shed their blood. 
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THE ETERNAL YEARS, 


BY THE AUTHOR OF “‘ THE DIVINE SEQUENCE,” 


IV 


THE CHARACTERISTICS OF GOD’S GOVERNMENT—-LONGANIMITY 


As a lavish and yet unwasteful 
abundance was the first condition 
and eminent characteristic of the 
creation, so.is longanimity, or pa- 
tience, the special quality which 
marks the dealings of God with 
his creatures, in the gradual and 
long-enduring developments of his 
government. It is the quality to 
which we are most indebted, and 
yet which, as regards the history 
of mankind, we value and under- 
stand the least. Possibly the fact 
of our own brevity of life, as com- 
pared with the multitude of thoughts, 
efforts, and emotio s which the im 
mortality of our being crowds across 
the narrow limit of time, leaving 
an impression of breathlessness and 
haste, may put it almost out of 
our power—save as all things are 
possible by the grace of God—to 
raise ourselves to any approximate 
appreciation of God’s long-enduring 
patience. And this is increased in 
the minds of those who are zealous 
for God’s glory. They chafe at the 
outrages committed against his law ; 
they sicken before the long, dreary 
aspect of man’s incredulity and 
hardness of heart; and the rise 
of a new heresy, the advent of an 
antipope, or the horrors of a French 
Revolution lead them hastily to 
conclude, and impatiently to wish, 
that the last day may be at hand. 
Experience is a slow process. At 


fifty a man only begins to learn the 
great value of life and to look back 


with marvel at the lavish waste of 
his earlier years. But if to the in- 
dividual the convictions resulting 
from experience are of slow and 
laborious growth, they are still 
more so to the multitude. Conse- 
quently, though more than eighteen 
hundred years have come and gone 
since St. John wrote to his disciples, 
“ Little children, it is the last hour,” 
nevertheless the pious of all shades 
of opinion in all ages have not been 
afraid to utter random guesses that 
the end of the world cannot be far 
off. because of the wickedness of 
men. It is indeed true, as the Ho- 
ly Ghost spoke by St. John, that it 
is the “last hour.” But what does 
that “lasthour” mean? Not sure- 
ly a literal last hour or last day, 
but a last epoch. The epoch in 
the history of the cosmos before 
the coming of the Redeemer—that 
is, before the hypostatic union in a 
visible, tangible, and real human 
body of the second Person of the 
Triune Godhead—was the first hour, 
or the first epoch. The period 
since the Incarnation is the last 
hour, or the last epoch; because 
nothing mightier or greater can 
take place than the fact of God 
taking flesh in the womb of th« 
Blessed Virgin. Itis theconsumma- 
tion; it is the one great end of al 
creation. This last epoch will have 
its eras, evolving themselves within 
the bosom of the Catholic Church, 
just as the first epoch had its eras 
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in the diverse revelations which 
God made of himself to man; and 
which were, if we may use the term 
without seeming to derogate from 
their unspeakable importance and 
their divine origin, of a more desul- 
tory: nature than those which are, 
and shall be, accorded to God’s 
spouse, the infallible church. What 
is this but to say again what we 
are endeavoring to express in every 
page, namely, that “ He who sitteth 
on the white horse went forth con- 
quering, that he might conquer” ;* 
and that God’s work ever has been, 
is now, and ever will be a progressive 
work. “Gird thy sword upon thy 
thigh, O Thou most mighty. With 
thy comeliness and thy beauty set 
out, proceed prosperously and reign.” t 
When the whole of Scripture is 
teeming with promises of future 
more glorious eras of which we now 
only see the germ, developed here 
and there in some favored soul, in 
some special corner of God’s vast 
vineyard, the church (for the saints 
have always been men of the fu- 
ture, in advance of their own time), 
is it not a marvel to hear despond- 
ing men talking as though there 
were nothing better to be hoped for 
than the end of the world, coming, 
as they seem to expect it, like a ter- 
rific frost which shall nip in the bud 
all the, as yet, unfulfilled promises, 
and drown the wicked in a deluge 
of flame! And this we expect and 
almost desire, hoping we ourselves 
may be saved, but without a second 
thought for God’s beautiful earth, 
which he has blessed a thousand 
fold by his own divine fvotprints on 
its surface; and where he now 
makes his tabernacle in ten thou- 
sand churches, waiting, nay watch- 
ing, with that ineffable patience of 
his, whose cycles of longanimity we 
are incapable of appreciating ! 


* Apocalypse vi. 2. + Psalm xliv. 


. But it is cruel to speak harshly 
of a few words of discouragement 
falling from the lips of those who 
are weary with vigils waiting for 
new daylight. Only let us learn 
that the Sun of Righteousness to 
our perceptions, as it were, sets and 
rises again. We are like children 
who think when the glorious golden 
disc has sunk beneath the horizon 
that it is utterly gone and is per- 
haps extinct, while on the .contrary 
the children of another hemisphere 
are playing in the warmth of its 
beams; so we see the dark clouds 
of evil hiding from us the light of 
grace, first in one spot, then in 
another, and we grow downcast 
and impatient. We forget that 
“not one jot or one tittle shall pass 
of the law till all be fulfilled ”; * 
and that our Lord tells us he “ did 
not come to destroy either the law 
or the prophets, but to fulfil them.” 
Bearing this in mind, let our 
readers take up the Psalms and the 
Prophets, and study, with a deliber- 
ate faith in the inspired words, the 
promises which concern the future 
of the world under the tent of the 
church, the place of which tent 
shall be enlarged that she may 
“pass on to the right hand and 
to the left; and inhabit the [now] 
desolate cities.” ¢ 

It is a want of hope—and let us 
ever remember that hope is a vir- 
tue, and not a mere quality or fac- 
ulty of the mind—which leads us to 
read the stupendously sublime pro- 
mises of God to the whole earth in 
the future of the church, as so 
much beautiful imagery of which a 
limited application manifests itself, 
from time to time, in the partial 
conversion of some thousands here 
and there oyer the vast face of the 
semi-civilized world, while millions 


* Luke v. 18. 


+ See the whole of the s4th chapter of Isaias, as 
well as numerous other passages. 
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upon millions remain heathens, 
Hindoos, Jews, and Mussulmans. 
We read these glorious utterances 
of the Scriptures with the restrain- 
ed admiration of one who, while 
admiring a poem, makes allowances 
for the “ fine frenzy ” of the poet. 
We take it cum grano salis, and for- 
get that it is the trumpet voice of 
absolute truth; and that whether 
or no it point to a millennium upon 
earth—a question left open by the 
church, and so little discussed as yet 
by her modern theologians that we 
will not dwell upon it—it must mean 
all it says; and, after the fashion 
of God’s gifts, more than we can 
conceive. This, then, is what the 
patience and longanimity of God 
is leading us to. These glories, 


which have exhausted the tenderest 
as well as the most powerful utter- 
ance of language to depict, are the 
future of the church, when the 
spouse of Christ shall be the mis- 


tress of the world. St. Paul in the 
Epistle to the Hebrews, quoting the 
eighth Psalm on the high destinies 
of man, says, “ Thou hast subjected 
all things under his feet,” and adds, 
“but we see not as yet all things 
subject fo him.” Nevertheless the 
delay gave no place for doubt 
that the promise should have an 
ultimate and complete fulfilment ; 
while he unfolds to us the where- 
fore of these sublime predictions, 
the only adequate reason why the 
human race should be crowned with 
glory and honor—the one, sole 
emphatic cause, namely, that all 
creation is in and for the Incarna- 
tion; that the Incarnation is the 
basement, and the sublime archi- 
trave and final coping-stone of the 
whole edifice; that the creation 
is for him as entirely as it is by 
him, and that man is the younger 
brother of his Redeemer, and shares 
in his inheritance. 


The Eternal Years. 


We have already spoken of the 
indirect and adaptive government 
of God; of “the government which 
he condescends to administer in his 
world through the moral and physi- 
cal activity with which he has en- 
dowed mankind.” We have shown 
that the representative law of crea- 
tion is “increase and multiply.” 
We now come to the fact that since 
the fall the corollary of that law is 
labor and toil. The earth from 
henceforward brought forth thorns 
and thistles; in other words, on all 
sides obstacles and difficulties met 
the advancing steps of the discrown- 
ed lord of creation. Speaking ac- 
cording to the eternal decrees of 
God, and not according to their man- 
ifestation through time, we should 
say that the younger and fallen sons 
of God had to reconquer the world 
they were given to reign over, as 
the elder Son of God, he who is 
from all eternity, has, in consequence 
of the same fall, to reconquer the 
reign of grace in the souls of men, 
step by step, vanquishing the thorns 
and thistles with which our unbe- 
lief and iniquity tear and rend his 
bleeding feet! There is God’s work 
going on in the material world, 
and there is God’s work going on 
in the spiritual world. And what 
we want to do is to persuade our 
readers not so constantly to put the 
two in opposition, as though, while 
the progress of grace is exclusively 
God’s work, material progress were 
quite as exclusively man’s work—to 
say nothing of those who hold it to 
be the devil’s work. 

When the three Persons of the 
ever blessed Trinity said, “‘ Let us 
make man,” it was with the express- 
ed intention that he should have 
dominion over the whole earth— 
“universe terre.” That constitu- 
tion of man as the lord of creation 
was not annulled when man fell. It 
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is true that it became a dominion 
he had to contest with the beasts of 
the forest, who were originally to 
have been his willing slaves; with 
the thorns and thistles that ever 
since bar his passage ; and with the 
convulsions of nature, to the secret 
harmonies of which he had lost the 
key; while the angelic guardians 
of the cosmos could not hold in- 
tercourse with him in his degrad- 
ed state, who, although they be 
“ministering spirits,” are so in se- 
cret only, until the time shall come 
for their promised mission upon 
earth. Nevertheless man was a 
monarch still, though a fallen mon- 
arch. Or rather we should say that, 
as redeemed man, hé is God’s vice- 
roy; and in that character is re- 
conquering the material world, that 
as the ages roll on the church, the 
spouse of Jesus, may “lengthen her 
cords and strengthen her stakes.” * 

Materialism is no necessary conse- 
quence of material progress. Scien- 
tific discovery, whether as regards 
the solar system, the dynamic forces, 
chemical affinities, or the properties 
of the world’s flora, the habits of its 
fauna and the uses to which all 
these may be put, is—next to the 
development of theological truth, 
of which in a certain sense, as will 
one day be proved, it is the corre- 
lative—the highest gift of God. It 
is simply man’s fulfilment of his 
second and inferior mission upon 
earth. His first mission, or rather 
his vocation, is to save his soul from 
sin, and to live in union with his 
God. His second is to fill the one 
spot, be it wide or narrow, which 
God has assigned him in the crea- 
tion with all the faculties of his 
mindandintellect. Itmay be avery 
small, a scarcely discernible spot 
that he occupies ; but in his degree 


* Isaias liv. 2. 
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he too has to conquer his territorial 
inch and govern in the creation, 
though he do so but as a shepherd 
ora ploughman. Weare conscious 
as we write this of all that may be 
said in detriment of material pro- 
gress, of the luxury it leads to, of 
the rapid propagation of false opin- 
ions, evil literature, and irreligious 
thought; or of the increased facili- 
ties for the wholesale slaughter of 
@ankind in modern warfare. No 
wonder the pure-minded shrink in 
dismay from much that material 
progress appears to be producing in 
the world, and that timid souls are 
led to believe that such progress 
not only is not God’s work, but (if 
we may make this distinction) is 
also not his intention. We would 
entreat all such to take courage 
from a few considerations which will 
lay before them their error in princi- 
ple, and also give them a wider view 
of God’s merciful designs in his own 
creation. 

First, it may be assumed that, 
as the Almighty has not abdicated 
his providential government of the 
world in favor of the powers of 
darkness, therefore no great and 
wide-spread movement takes place 
amongst the children of men with- 
out its having an ultimate end. for 
good. We do not believe that evil 
is to win the day. We utterly re- 
fuse to give credit to those who 
look upon the Lord of Hosts as 
vanquished in the end, and upon 
the personal Lucifer, and the princi- 
ple of evil which he embodies and 
represents, as going off the field with 
a crowd of prisoners who will far 
outnumber the armies of the Lord. 
This desponding about the triumphs 
of grace is the residuum of Protes- 
tantism. It is the melancholy of 
sectarianism. It is not in aecor- 
dance with the teaching of the 
church; she who is forever lifting 
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up her eyes unto the hills from 
whence cometh her help. The 
church which is built on the Incar- 
nation, which is fed with the Eucha- 
ristic Sacrifice, and which owns as 
her queen the woman “clothed 
with the sun,” “terrible as an army 
with banners,” does not limit her 
hopes to a few sheep scattered in 
the wilderness, but knows that the 
“cattle on a thousand hills” also 
belong to her Lord and Master. 

We have no wish to palliate the 
evil which dogs the footsteps of 
modern progress. Wesee that, like 
the huge behemoth, it tears down 
many a sacred barrier, many a hallow- 
ed landmark, with its gigantic strides, 
and we mourn with our mother the 
church, and with all the body of the 
faithful, over the souls that perish in 
the fray. But not even for this is it 
possible to doubt the ultimate de- 
signs of God’s providence in making 
all work together for good. 


Good works through evil, not as 
its instrument but as its vanquish- 
ed enemy; and material and sci- 
entific progress is so certainly a 
good in itself that it arises from and 
forms part of the development of 
man’s original destination, as being 


lord over the creation. It is the ne- 
cessary result of that; consequent- 
ly it is a fulfilment of God’s will. 
As to its fatal, or at least deleteri- 
ous, moral effects on individuals, or 
even for a time on the multitude, 
this is but the weaving of the dark 
woof into the web of man’s exis- 
tence, which is the result of man’s 
estrangement from God, but which, 
neither in this nor in any other form, 
will be allowed ultimately to de- 
fraud the Almighty of his glory, by 
turning a relative, and much less 
a positive, good into positive evil. 
We see the beginning; we do not 
see the end, save by the eyes of 
faith, and trust in the goodness of 
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God. We are looking out on the 
world through the small aperture of 
time, our own limited time, our own 
individual brief life, and thus we see 
all the present evil, and but little, and 
occasionally nothing, of the future 
good. But surely as Christians we 
are bound to believe that no waves of 
thought or sentiment, and no sustain- 
ed and wide-spread effort of any hind, 
take possession of mankind without 
a special beneficial intention of God’s 
providence, and without a distinct 
and absolute good being their ulti- 
mate result. We bow our heads to 
the storm of the elements; we ac- 
cept the flood and the hurricane, 
and even the pestilence, as coming 
by the permission of our heavenly 
Father, and as in some way work- 
ing for good. And shall we behold 
the moral and intellectual activity 
of man scanning the high heavens, 
searching the deep bosom of the 
earth, snatching from nature her 
mos: hidden secrets; seeking the 
principles of life, and the occult laws 
of development and progression ; 
shall we watch wonderingly the 
strange, new, and pathetic tender- 
ness with which men are beginning 
to appreciate and investigate the 
whole world of creation inferior to 
themselves, but holding perchance 
in its silent and patient existence 
secrets important to us—shall we be- 
hold all this, while our hearts burn 
within us, and not intimately and 
intently believe that God is carrying 
on his work, while man seems only 
to be following his own free will 
in the exercise of his intellect? Let 
us be larger hearted and more trust- 
ing with our God; nor for a mo- 
ment suppose that the reins of gov- 
ernment have fallen from his hands, 
or that passing evil will not termi- 
nate in greater good. The darkest 
hour is ever the one before the 
dawn. Doubtless when the eagles 
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of Rome sped victorious over the 
vast and crowded plains of the Gaul 
and the Frank there were gentle 

- spirits left at home who, having kept 
themselves pure by the undiscerned 
aid of the grace which our heavenly 
Father never refuses to men of 
good will, grieved that the corrup- 
tion of Roman luxury should infil- 
trate its poison into the simple lives 
of the semi-barbarous and valorous 
nations. And yet, but for these 
victorious eagles what would the 
world be now ? 

God brings good out of evil; 
and though material progress is sel- 
dom a real advantage at its first ad- 
vent, yet when the moral excitement 
of its early possession has subsided, 
when the ever living, ever penetrat- 
ing spirit of God has gradually, 
through the poor human instruments 
he condescends to use, claimed all 
that man can know, do, or acquire, 
as belonging to himself in the great 
scheme of creation and redemption, 


then, by slow degrees perhaps, but 
by sure ones, the evil gives way to 


good. It rests with us to hasten 
the appropriation of all that men 
call progress, gathering into Peter's 
net the large and the small fishes; 
for itis all ours. As children of the 
church, to us alone does the world 
belong in the ultimate and supreme 
sense. It is our fault if we are not 
more rapidly converting the raw ma- 
terial which is swept to our feet 
into increments of God's glory. It 
, rests with the church in her children 
to make what the world calls pro- 
gress become a real progress. 
There is no real progress without 
a fixed principle as its basis and 
starting point. And that Christi- 
anity alone can give; and chiefly 
Christianity in its only full and per- 
fect form, the Catholic Church. By 
Christianity we mean the fear and 
the love of God, with all the pure 
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moral results which flow therefrom. 
The moral law is the first law, and 
material progress is not a real gain 
until it is married to the moral law. 
The immediate consequence of ma- 
terial progress is to increase wealth ; 
and the immediate result of in- 
creased wealth is a doubtful bene- 
fit. While the wealth remains in 
the hands of the few, the gulf be- 
tween rich and poor is widened 
@nd animosities increased. When 
first it percolates into the lower 
strata of society, for the time it ex- 
ercises thereon a demoralizing effect; 
for the tendency of a vast deal of 
material progress, and of its result- 
ing modern institutions and modern 
customs, is to sap real happiness, 
and substitute a fictitious excitement 
based on wealth and luxury. We 
are thus forever eating the fruit of 
the tree of the knowledge of good 
and evil. The bitter and the sweet 
will grow together till God shall 
part them. But the evolutions of 
the eternal years gradually recon- 
quer the crude materials to the 
cause which must ultimately tri- 
umph; and as the spirit of God 
moves over the face of the troubled 
waters the discordant social elements 
fall into place, and a further degree 
of the real, true, moral progress of 
mankind is found to harmonize with 
the material progress that man was 
so proud to have gained, and which 
when he did so was but the coarse 
though precious ore which waited 
to be purified in the crucible of the 
divine law. 

Is there any sane man now living 
who really regrets the invention of 
printing? We have heard the pro- 
ject ofa railroad in China deprecated 
by a zealous friend totruth. It will 
carry our merchandise; but will it 
not also carry our priests? We re- 
member when men said murders 
would increase because London was 
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to be lit with gas! Do these sin- 
cere-hearted men really think that 
man is working out solely his own 
will, and that an evil will, in all this 
heavy tramp of material progress 
through God’s world? Is not man 
fulfilling his destiny of conquer- 
ing the world; and when he has 
done his part, albeit done too 
often in blind and arrogant ignor- 
ance, will not the rightful owner of 
the vineyard come and claim the 
whole ? 

It is impossible for us to be 
slack in the exercise of any one vir- 
tue without the omission affecting 
the whole of our inner and spiritual 
life. If we allow our hopes to sink 
low it is certain to affect our faith ; 
and if our faith, then also our love. 
Nor should we forget that it is 
“ according to our faith that it shall 
be done unto us.” We are not sec- 


onding God’s precious intentions to- 
wards us so long as we are taking a 
desponding, narrow, and unaspiring 


view of what are likely to be his in- 
tentions as regards the future of 
his creation; and all despising of 
that creation, all holding cheap the 
law, the order, the beauty, and the 
uses of the material creation, arises 
from an inadequate sense of the 
mystery of the incarnation, of the 
Verbum caro factum est which is the 
one sole efficient reason of all we 
see and of all that exists. Once 
raise the inferior questions of na- 
ture, of science, and of art up to 
that level, and we shall find that it 
imparts a certain balance to all our 
thoughts, and diffuses a_ peace- 
ful looking forward and a calm en- 
durance of present ills which are 
morally what the even pulse and the 
vigorous strength are physically to 
the man in perfect health. He is 
as free from the excitability of fever 
as from the lassitude of debility; 
he is a sane man. 
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There is another point from which 
we can view the material progress 
of the world with hopefulness, as 
helping to work out the future in a 
sense favorable to the church; and 
this point comes under the head of 
what we have called God’s adap- 
tive government of his creation. 
It is the fact that the progress of 
civilization develops the natural 
characteristics of the various races 
of mankind, and that the history 
of the church reveals how the provi- 
dence of God makes use of the 
characteristics of race—as he does 
of everything else—for the building 
up and development of the church, 
and of truth by her. The life and 
death of our Lord having been ac- 
complished in the chosen land, 
among the chosen people, the infant 
church was speedily transplanted 
from the shadow of Mount Calvary 
to the City on the Seven Hills. 
Judea was her cradle, but Rome 
was to witness her adolescence. 
The two leading characteristics of 
the Latin race were necessaty to 
her growth; for the Latins were 
the conquerors and the lawgivers 
of the world, and the pioneers of 
the future. She was borne on the 
wings of the Romaneagles. She fol- 
lowed in the footsteps of the victo- 
rious legions, and as Rome and time 
went on with devouring steps, she 
caught the conqueror and the con- 
quered both in her mystic net, and 
reigned among the Latin-Celtic races. 
Rome was the world’s lawgiver. 
The Latin genius is essentially legis-° 
lative and authoritative. Subtlety, 
accuracy, and lucidity were the 
necessary human elements for the 
outward expression of the divine 
truth which the church carried in 
her bosom; for Catholic theology 
is a certain science, admitting of 
fuller developments as “ things new 
and old” are brought forth from 
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her treasured store, but never mak- 
ing one step too far in advance of 
another throughout her rhythmical 
progress. These human elements 
resided essentially in the Latin 
mind; and in the Latin tongue, 
which has ever been the language of 
the church, and which, the church 
having consecrated it to her own pur- 
poses, became what we popularly 
call a dead language so far as con- 
cerns the shifting scenes and fluid 
states of man’s mortal life; she 
laid her hand upon it, and it subli- 
mated beneath her touch, and was 
consecrated to her use, beyond all 
changing fashion or wavering sense. 
The dying Roman Empire involun- 
tarily bequeathed it to her; and the 
language of the great lawgivers of 
the world became that of the church, 
and only on her lips is a living lan- 
guage to thishour. The Latin peo- 
ple were the fountain of law ;. their 
code to the present day forms the 
common law, or the base of the com- 
mon law, of all Christian nations 
except where the retrogradations 
of the Napoleonic code have been 
flung in the face of humanity and 
the church as an insult to both. The 
principle of law, the love of law, 
lay in them as an hereditary gift. 
Thus were they as a race specially 
adapted to become the framers of 
the church’s canon law, of her dis- 
cipline, and of her glorious ritual, 
each phrase of which is the crystal- 
lization of a theological truth, a frag- 
ment from the Rock of Peter, but 
perfect in itself and concomitant 
with all the rest. 

Thus also she wrote in letters of 
red and gold her marvellous ritual, 
the least part of which embodies 
a symbolic act relating to the things 
that are eternal. There is not a 
touch that is not significative, there 
is not a line that does not seem 
caught from the traditions of the 
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nine choirs of angelic ministers, 
As full of mystery as of practicality, 
beautiful, graceful, and complete; 
it runs through all the life of the 
church like the veins through the 
living body, and carries order and 
harmony through every low Mass 
in the village church, through high 
pontifical ceremonials and within 
the silent gates of cloistered or- 
ders where men and women daily 
and hourly enact and represent the 
drama of the church. 

The same genus runs through all 
the component parts; and that ge- 
nus belonged to the race to whom 
was consigned the laying of the 
church’s foundations, and the rais- 
ing of the edifice. And thus there 
exists, besides the divine integrit? 
of the whole, a certain human con- 
sistency which, humanly speaking, 
is the consequence of the work 
having been put into the hands of 
the race that was naturally adapted 
to effect it. Now, as the ways of 
God are necessarily always conse- 
quent—that is, consistent with each 
other, moving in harmony and 
working through law—it is not a 
vain presumption to imagine that 
as he has constituted different races 
with different characteristics, so it 
is his intention to make use of 
each and all in the fuller develop- 
ments of his church. 

“Other sheep I have that are 
not of this fold; them also must I 
bring.” The words were spoken 
in Jerusalem while the Latin race 
was lying in the blind pride of 
paganism, and the Celtic races 
were only recently being hewn out 
of the darkness of their far-off life 
by the swords of the conquering 
nation. Surely it is one of those 
words the fulfilment of which is not 
complete. There are other races 
waiting to bring into the vineyard 
the tools that their native genius 
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has put into their hands. As the 
church through the Latin race 
has formed her external, congrega- 
tional, hierarchical, and authorita- 
tive condition, and has crowned the 
whole in the last Vatican Council by 
the dogma of the infallibility, lay- 
ing thereby the keystone that locks 
the perfect arch, so now the Teu- 
tonic Saxon races, the people of 
individuality, of complete inner 
life, combined with vast exterior 
activity and resistless energy, will 
be brought forth in God’s provi- 
dence to carry out the law of liber- 
ty which is the correlative of the 
law of individuality. 

God speaks to the individual 
goul through his organ the church, 
through her sacraments, down to 
her least ceremony, and through 
her authority. Nor have we any 
absolute test and security that it is 
his voice we hear and no delusion 
of our own, except as we are in har- 
mony with her authority. All may 
be a mistake save what is in accor- 
dance with the one infallible voice. 
But nevertheless it is to the 7- 
dividual soul that God speaks, and 
not to the masses as such. God leads 
each soul separately, and individu- 
ally apart, and there is no real 
religion that is not the secret inter- 
course, the hidden communion, of 
the solitary soul, alone with God. 
Every human soul has its secret with 
God, a secret of love, or a secret 
of hatred, or of avoidance. God 
penetrates our souls through the 
sacraments of the church; but 
past the sacraments, and as the 
result of the sacraments, there must 
grow up the continued, sustained, 
and ever more and more habitual 
presence of God in the soul, before 
we arrive at that state for which 
the church and the sacraments are 
but the means to an end—though 
a divine means. “We will come 
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to him and make our abode with 
him.” * 

Nothing less than this is the pro- 
mise of God, and should be the 
object of man. The church in her 
sacraments and ordinances is the 
one authorized and infallible way 
to bring about this blessed union. 
But unless that be accomplished, 
all the outward devotions that 
saints, or confraternities, that indi- 
viduals or congregations, ever de- 
vised and poured into the church’s 
lap like handfuls of flowers, will be 
to those who rest in them as fading 
as flowers, and as sure to be swept 
away and burned when the fire 
shall try of what sort the work is. 
The dying to self—not as man’s 
restrictions can produce its out- 
ward semblance, but as God’s work- 
ing in the soul joined to our good 
will can alone effect it—and the 
consequent union with him whose 
divine spirit rushes in wherever we 
make room for him to come, is the 
one sole object of all that the 
church gives us and does for us; 
of all the barriers she erects, of all 
the gardens she plants, of all her 
discipline and her ceremonial. It 
is the only living reality. It was 
so with the saints of all ages and 
nations. They valued all in pro- 
portion as by its use they killed 
self and put the living God instead ; 
and they valued it no more. Low 
down in the soul the deep pulsation 
of the thought of God, ruling all 
our actions from the least to the 
greatest, this is what our dear Lord 
demands of us in every communion 
we make; this is what his church 
intends in all her teaching. This 
alone will hasten the reign of the 
Holy Ghost, when God “ will pour 
his spirit on all flesh, and your sons 
and your daughters shall prophesy, 


* John xiv. 23. 
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your old men shall dream dreams, 
and your young men shall see 
visions.”* In other words, the 
gates of the supernatural world 
shall be thrown open, not to a rare 
and scanty few, but to all to whom 
“it is given to know the mystery 
of the kingdom of God.”t 

We seem to have wandered from 
our subject; but itis not so. We 
were writing of the future develop- 
ment of the church through the 
different characteristics of different 
races, as instruments in God’s hands 
in the working of his adaptive gov- 
ernment; and this has led us to de- 
scribe the necessity of the inner life 
of the soul with God, because the 
Teutonic and Saxon races are the 
people with whom the tendency to 
a deep inner life is a natural pecu- 
liarity. They are more self-con- 
tained, self-reliant, reserved, and re- 
collected than the versatile Latin 
races; and though none of these 


characteristics necessarily lead to a 
spiritual inner life of any form—that 
being a free grace from God—they 
are the apt instruments for grace to 
make use of in producing a certain 


form. They are, therefore, those to 
whom we may look for the next im- 
portant era in the church’s history ; 
when all the vast and complicated 
edifice of her hierarchy being com- 
plete she has now to expand the 
fuller development and deeper ut- 
terance of her inner life in individ- 
ual souls; and that nolonger as an 
occasional glorious phenomenon of 
grace, but as spread over a vast 
area, as influencing whole peoples, 
and as becoming the sustained life 
of Christianity. Law and liberty in 
one; the “freedom wherewith Christ 
hath made us free.” 

We were also speaking of material 
progress; and these same Teutonic 


* Joel ii. 28, , + Mark iv. rz. 
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Saxon races are the races who are 
specially extending it throughout 
the world. We have endeavored to 
show that in material progress man 
is achieving his secondary mission 
of exercising dominion over the 
whole creation. Thus we find that, 
having in his wonderful providence 
united the two characteristics of 
strong individuality and vehement 
activity in certain races, God has 
prepared for the future of the church, 
when inner spiritual life shall be 
more diffused, an era when the spirit 
of God will take possession of all 
that man can know, do, or acquire as 
belonging to himself, “ and through 
him to his church, in the great scheme 
of creation and redemption.” And 
thus material progress will be as- 
similated to the welfare of the 
church; and the stones will be 
turned into bread—not in the sense 
of the arch deceiver, who claims all 
material progress as his own region, 
but united with “the word that pro- 
ceedeth from the mouth of God ”; * 
the material sanctified by the spiri- 
tual, when all shall be “ holy to the 
Lord.” 

The inaccuracy of the popular, 
as distinguished equally from the 
Catholic and the rationalistic view 
of the importance of matter, and 
of material progress which is the 
march of man’s conquest over mat- 
ter, arises chiefly from the imperfect 
manner in which we realize the uni- 
versal presence of God. Many 
among us can look back with a dis- 
tinct recollection to the time when 
a mother first announced to us the 
great truth that God is everywhere. 
With the unfailing practical sense of 
children, we probably began to in- 
dividualize certain familiar objects 
with the query was he there—in 
this table, in that flower, in my liv- 


* Matt. iv. 3, 4. 





268 


ing hand, in the pen I hold? And 
the bewilderment of immensity 
crept over us as we tried to grasp 
the thought of the great universal 
presence. 

As in later years theological ques- 
tions opened upon us—the mysteries 
of our faith, the angelic choirs, the 
army of saints and martyrs, the 
Incarnation, and the localization of 
the eucharistic presence in the 
Blessed Sacrament—many of us 
have gradually dropped the more in- 
tense sense of God's omnipresence. 
It probably was more accurately 
felt by the Old Testament saints 
than by any, except saints, under 
the new law. It is not that we 
have lost sight of the truth that he 
sees, hears, and knows each one 
of us, always and everywhere; but 
we forget that he fills all space, and 
that he is in all things. It is a re- 
markable fact that the very lowest, 
the least theological and dogmatic, 


of all heathen beliefs, where all are 
a jargon of error, is nevertheless the 


faint reflection of this truth We 
allude once more to the animism 
of the lower savage races, which 
lends a spiritual presence even to 
inanimate and inorganic matter. 
To them God is everywhere and 
in every thing; so that to them no 
thing exists disconnected from a 
spiritual presence as abiding in it, 
and that not in the pantheistic form 
of many gods, but as all matter 
holding an occult spirit, which is 
the same spirit in each substance. 
But there it ends; a blind creed, 
which does not even go the length 
of acknowledging a personal deity 
or a divine providence. None the 
less is it founded on a truth which 
often slips out of our consciousness, 
while we are occupied with the 
more familiar articles of our faith. 
Let us examine how this great truth, 
as we hold it in its fulness and 
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completeness, may be brought to 
bear on the question now before us 
of the value of the cosmos, of the 
status of matter, and of the fact 
that it is the indirect revelation, 
even as the Incarnation is the di- 
rect revelation of God—Jesus Christ 
the God-Man being the mediator 
between the creature and his crea- 
tor. 

First let us bear in mind that no 
cause can act where it is not virtu- 
ally present by its power, even if 
not actually present by its matter. 
And this law has its correlative in 
the spiritual world. I influence 
you only so far as I touch you. | 
shall have written in vain unless 
these pages touch your sight. If 
I were speaking to you with my 
living voice I could only reach the 
hearts of those who heard me. ‘To 
all the rest I am dead; and they 
are dead tome. ‘This is the moral 
side of the question, as between 
man and man. As regards the ma- 
terial side, let us suppose I push 
forward a ball. It is force emanat- 
ing from my touch which sets it in 
motion ; but my force has not ceas- 
ed with my direct touch. It is still 
my force propelling it as absolutely, 
though not so powerfully, as at the 
moment I touched it; and the ball 
only stops when my force is ex- 
pended, or when a counter force 
arrests it. But whence comes my 
force? Solely from him in “ whom 
we live, and move, and are.” He 
is our motive power; every act of 
ours is formed out of his force, 
equally whether we are acting ac- 
cording to his will or against it: 

We have said that causes can 
only act where they are actually or 
virtually present. But it is a great 
fact in the material world that there 
is no such thing as material contact. 
No matter what substance or what 
fluid we select, the limpid air or 
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the hard iron, in all each infinitesi- 
mal molecule dwells solitary and 
apart, and crush them together as 
we may there is still a space be- 
tween. 

Now, theology teaches us that 
God is nearer to us than we are to 
ourselves. His divine contact with 
us is closer on our bodies and our 
souls than the molecules of our 
bodies are toeach other. The only 
real contact is the presence of God; 
whether through ourselves or in 
the vast cosmos around us, the ac- 
tion of forces is God making himself 
felt. Force is the contact of God, 
the touch of the divine being on 
the material world. He is not in 


us, nor in the worlds around us, as 
he is in his own essential essence, 
as he is in himself; but he is there 
in the effects of his concurrence, 
and the moment he were to cease 
to be there (were such a thing pos- 
sible) in all, or in any one part, the 


whole or the part would fall away 
into chaos, quite as certainly as 
the ball which I have set in motion 
will cease to roll the instant my 
force has exhausted itself and ceases 
to act on the ball. My force di- 
minishes gradually; it is a limited 
and a borrowed force. - The ball 
goes slower and slower; but so 
long as it moves, my force is upon 
it in a stronger or weaker degree. 
3ut the force of the divine Being is 
almighty, is always absolute, is al- 
ways infinite, is always under his 
own control; and consequently it 
never fails, it never waxes less at 
any one moment, in any one direc- 
tion. 

In every act of our’ existence we 
are using God’s force, for him or 
against him. The whole universe 
is doing the same. His presence is 
the sole real contact; the contact 
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of the Qui Est, of pure absolute be- 
ing with his own creation. 

And all around us we hear a vain 
clamor about an immutable law 
that governs nature, while the great 
primary cause has withdrawn him- 
self from all interference. 

We hear of blind forces which 
spring from nowhere, and hurry us 
on without any guide save them- 
selves. We repeat it—Law and 
force are not God; but God is both 
law and force. There is no motion 
without a motive power; and there 
is no motive power at an actual dis- 
tance from the object set in motion. 
And thus God, who is law and force, 
is upon us, within us, around us; 
and within all, always, and through- 
out space. There are mutations 
and diversities in the exhibitions of 
God’s force, according to his divine 
will; but there is never anywhere 
any cessation of it. And there 
never will be; for if there were, 
he would contradict himself, and 
that is impossible. 

This, then, is what matter is. It 
is the exponent of the being of God 
to the angels and to us. It is not 
the exponent of himself to himself. 
That is the eternal generation of 
the Son in his own bosom; the sec- 
ond person of the Trinity, the di- 
vine Logos. And the Incarnation 
of the eternally-begotten Son in 
the womb of the ever blessed Vir- 
gin Mother is the blending of this 
double exponent of his being; for it is 
the Word made flesh; it is God cloth- 
ing himself in the matter of his own 
creation, and dwelling amongst men 

Could matter be more beautiful 
than this? Can we say more in its 
praise? And could any reflections 
lead us further from the notions of 
materialism, or draw us nearer to 
God? 
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SACRED EPIGRAPHY AND THE INVOCATION 


OF THE 


MARTYRS IN BEHALF OF THE DEAD. 


Tue church is once more in the 
Catacombs. She has not fled thith- 
er from persecution, albeit she is 
suffering sorely at present; but she 
has gone down there to live over 
again the memories of the past. 
With the lamp of research held aloft, 
she paces reverently through those 
dark and tortuous passage-ways 
where erst she lived in her saints 
and martyrs. Many a precious re- 
lic of her primitive existence is delv- 
ed out of the accumulated masses 
of tufa and débris, all more or less 
showing forth the usages of the early 
times, and she experiences no small 
consolation in beholding that what 
she was then, .in all those usages 
which are founded in dogma, she is 
now. She has not changed. She 
is consistent throughout—the beau- 
tiful Spouse of Christ, yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever. Every new 
discovery in those limitless necro- 
polises is a vindication of the 
maxim of St. Augustine: LZcclesia 
orat, ergo creditt—The church prays, 
therefore she believes. The cha- 
pels, the altars, the rude frescos, 
the sarcophagi, the very inscriptions 
on the tombs, bear evidence to the 
great truth couched in the words of 
the inspired Doctor of Hippo. To 
prove, therefore, that the church 
prays is identical ‘with proving that 
she believes; and what she believes 
must be true, else she is no church, 
not the spouse of Christ, but an un- 
worthy and intruding handmaid. 
But we are not going to dogmatize. 
We would only show on archzolo- 
gical authority, that, as the church, 
in her liturgy, at this day commends 
the dead and the dying to the inter- 


cessory influence of the saints, so 
did she in the beginning, when not 
her dogmas, but her very existence, 
was called in question; when, had 
she been a human institution, she 
must have made a false step, for 
then there were no critical rational- 
ists or fribbling logicians to take her 
to task. Sophists there were many, 
even in those days. But they had 
good faith enough to acknowledge 
that, if she were a church at all, she 
could not err; so they consistently 
confined themselves to an attack 
upon her existence. 

Among the many important dis- 
coveries made of late in the ceme- 
tery of St. Domitilla, outside of the 
gate of St. Sebastian at Rome, by 
the illustrious Chevalier de Rossi 
(to whose Bulletin we are indebted 
for the inscriptions given below), that 
of the tomb of Veneranda, a Ro- 
man matron, is not the least impor- 
tant, since it constitutes a strong 
linkin the chain ofarcheological evi- 
dence on the antiquity of interces- 
sory prayers for the dead. The tomb 
lies in a chamber which branches 
off from one of the subterraneous 
galleries, entered from the apsis of 
the old basilica. On the wall over 
the sarcophagus is a fresco in a good 
state of preservation and of a style 
anterior to the Byzantine. It re- 
presents a matron in the act of 
praying in the garden of Paradise, 
which is symbolized by a flower 
plant springing up at her feet. She 
is dressed in a loose dalmatic, and 
veiled like other Christian matrons 
who are represented as praying in 
various cemeterial pictures of the 
third and fourth centuries. There is 
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none of that stiffness in the style and 
coloring which indicates the grace- 
less Byzantine school, but such an 
ease and elegance mark the figure 
as have induced De Rossi to com- 
pare it with that of the “ Five 
Saints ” (St. Dionysias and her com- 
panions) in the crypt of St. Euse- 
bius in the adjoining catacombs 
of St. Calixtus. Over the right arm 
is the inscription, VENERANDA 
DET. VII. IDVS IANVARIAS. 
On the left is the figure of a maiden, 
without any veil, dressed in a long 
double tunic and pallium. The 
right hand of the figure is extend- 
ed as if in the act of welcoming or 
receiving Veneranda. She points 
with the left to an open box or cas- 
ket full of volumes, a symbol of the 
salutary faith contained in the Holy 
Scriptures. An open volume is 
suspended on the wall, and on the 
pages are the names of the four 
Evangelists. Beside this figure are 
the words PETRONELLA MAR- 
Tyr. Of the title of martyr applied 
to St. Petronilla we will say a few 
words presently. On the whole, the 
style of the fresco, the fashion of 
the dress, the form of the letters, 
and the ancient laconism “ Petro- 
nella Martyr,” without the epithet 
saint, pronounce the picture to be 
as ancient as the middle of the 
fourth century. The purpose of 
the picture is unmistakable, being 
in form like many which represent 
some of the characters in an attitude 
of prayer, while others are in the 
act of receiving them into heaven 
or inviting them to go in as they 
draw aside the curtains. This pic- 
ture, however, has the additional 
worth of declaring explicitly the 
names of the intercessor and the 
advocate. The prayers used by 
the church from time immemorial 
in behalf of the dying invite the 
Saints and martyrs to come and 
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meet the departing soul and con- 
duct her to a “ place of refreshment, 
light, and peace.” In the same 
manner the acclamations which we 
read in the epitaphs of the early 
ages call upon the spirits of the 
blessed to receive the soul of the 
departed. Here is a beautiful epi- 
taph, discovered in one of the ceme- 
teries of Rome towards the end of 
the last century : 

PAVLOFILIO MERENTI IN PA 

CEM TE SVSCIPIAN OMNIVM ISPIRI 

TA SANCTORVM, 
The acclamation reads: Paulo Filio 
merenti: in pacem te suscipian(t) 
omnium ispirita sanctorum—To the 
worthy son Paul: May the spirits 
of all the saints receive thee in 
peace. The strange plural form, 
ispirita or spirita, need not be won- 
dered at. The Catacombs abound 
in similar inscriptions. Here are a 
few of the most noteworthy: eo- 
pardum cum spirita sancta |that is, 
Cum spiritibus sanctis| acceptum— 
Leopard received with the blessed 
spirits. Another inscription, bear- 
ing the date 291, reads: Refrigera 
cum spirita sancta—Grant him re- 
freshment with the blessed spirits. 
From what has been said a clue 
may be had to the understanding of 
many more or less laconic acclama- 
tions which the visitor meets with 
in the Roman Catacombs; such as, 
CVM SANCTIS—INTER SANC- 
TOS. They are to be taken in the 
sense explained above, because they 
allude clearly to the soul of the de- 
parted, and not to the body, which is 
buried close to the tomb of the saint 
appealed to. The prayers and ac- 
clamations of the faithful to the 
saints in behalf of the dead were 
not simply the outpourings of tender 
hearts moved by a pious fancy, but 
the result of a strong belief, con- 
firmed by -the authority of the 
church speaking in her liturgies. 
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In an ancient Sacramentary of Gaul 
we read, in the Mass of a martyr: 
Tribue (Domine). tuorum interces- 
stone sanctorum martyrum caris nos- 
tris, gui in Christo dormiunt, refrige- 
rium in regione viverum—Grant, O 
Lord! through the intercession of 
thy holy martyrs, to our beloved 
who sleep in Christ, refreshment in 
the land of the living; and in the 
Mass of SS. Cornelius and Cyprian : 
Beatorum martyrum, Cornili |sic\ et 
Cypriant. . . nos tibi Domine commen- 
@et oratio, ut caris nostris, gui in Christo 
dormiunt, refrigeria eterna concedas 
—Let the prayer of thy blessed mar- 
tyrs, Cornelius and Cyprian, com- 
mend us to tlee, O Lord! that thou 
grant eternal refreshment to our be- 
loved who sleep in Christ.* In an 
ancient Mass, discovered eby More, 
express mention is made of the 
times of persecution—a proof that 
the invocation of the saints for the 
repose of the faithful departed was 
an established usage in the very 
earliest days of the church. Before 
the reading of the diptychs the 
priest prayed in these words: Deus, 
presta, st quies adridat te colere, si 
temptatio ingruat, non negare—God, 
grant that if peace smile upon us, 
we may continue to worship thee ; 
if temptation assail us, we may not 
deny thee. Here there is an evident 
allusion to the intervals of peace 
which the early Christians enjoy- 
ed between different persecutions. 
After the recitation of the diptychs 
the priest continued: Sanctorum tu- 
orum nos gloriosa merita, ne in pa- 
na(m) ventamus, excusent ; defuncto- 
rum fidelium anime, que beatitudi- 
nem |sic| gaudent nobis opitulentur ; 
que consolatione indigent ecclesia pre- 
ctbus absolvantur—May the glorious 
merits of thy saints excuse us, that 
we may not be brought to punish- 


* Mabillon, Liturgia Gallicana vetus, pp. 278,289. 
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ment; may the souls of the faith- 
ful departed that enjoy blessedness 
assist us; may those [souls] that 
need consolation be pardoned 
through the prayers of the church. 
The distinction in this prayer: be- 
tween the commemoration of the 
living, of the blessed, and of those 
souls that have need of the prayers 
of the church could not be more 
evident. 

The faith of the early Christians 
in the efficacy of the prayers of the 
martyrs especially, was the reason 
why they had such a strong desire, 
and regarded it as a great privilege, 
to be buried near the tombs of the 
martyrs. St.. Gregory Nazianzen, 
in his funeral epigrams, makes fre- 
quent allusions to proximity with 
the tombs of the martyrs, and takes 
occasion thence to apostrophize 
them in behalf of the dead. In an 
epigram which he wrote on the 
death of his mother, Nonna, whose 
body was laid close to the martyrs, 
he says: “Receive, O martyrs! this 
great victim, this mortified flesh, 
joined to your blood.” The words 
“ joined to your blood ” have a spir- 
itual signification. By her life of 
mortification and sacrifice she had 
assimilated herself to the martyrs ; 
but they have also a literal meaning, 
and allude to the material contiguity 
of her tomb with that of the mar- 
tyrs; for he premises with the 
words, “ Her body we have placed 
near the martyrs.” The idea that 
the blood of the martyrs penetrated 
into the neighboring tombs, and its 
spiritual signification, that the mer- 
its of their sufferings, and their in- 
tercession, invoked by the living, 
would be salutary to the dead, are 
beautifully shown forth in the epi- 
gram of St. Ambrose on the tomb 
of his brother Satirus, who was 
buried in Milan, side by side with 
the martyr St. Victor: 
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** Heec meriti merces ut sacri sanguinis humor 
Finitimas penetrans abluat exuvias.’’ * 

This distich was quoted by the 
Irish monk Dungal, in the eighth 
century, as a powerful argument in 
favor of intercessory prayer, against 
Claudius of Turin, who was op- 
posed to the invocation of the saints 
in behalf of the dead. The same 
thought is expressed in the touch- 
ing verses of Paulinus of Nola, 
wherein he narrates the sepulture 
of his little child near the last rest- 
ing-place of the martyrs. And as 
the little innocent (he died at the 
age of eight days) had no short- 
comings of his own to atone for, the 
father beseeches him, and his cousin 
Celsus, who died at the age of eight 
years, that the intercession of the 
martyrs, near whose holy remains 
they slept, might be turned to the 
benefit of their parents. 

‘‘ Innocuisque pares meritis, peccata parentum 

Infantes castis vincite suffragiis.’’t 

This was in the time of St. Augus- 
tine. We find him interrogated by 
the same Paulinus, who had granted 
permission to a widow to bury her 
son, Cynesius, near the tomb of St. 
Felix of Nola: Utrum prosit cutque 
post mortem quod corpus ejus apud 
sancti alicujus memoriam sepeliatur— 
Whether it might benefit one after 
death to have his body buried near 
the tomb of some saint. The an- 
swer was St. Augustine’s celebrated 
work entitled De cura pro mortuis. 
The ultimate conclusion of the book 
is this: that being buried in proxi- 
mity to the tomb of the martyrs is 
beneficial to the dead in this much 
only: that the remembrance of the 
place invites the living to commend 
them to the intercession of the mar- 


* Such the reward of his merit that his sacred 
blood should penetrate and lave [spiritually] adja- 
cent remains. 

+ And being alike in the merits of innocence, chil- 
dren, cover the sins of your parents by your pure 
intercession. 


VOL, xx113,—18 
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tyrs whose holy remains repose 
near by. It is in this sense that we 
must understand Maximus of Turin 
when he writes: Fratres, veneremur 
cos [martyres| in seculo, quos defen- 
sores habere possumus in futuro ; et 
sicut eis ossibus parentum nostrorum 
jungimur, tta et ets fidei imitatione 
jungamur ; soctemur lis 
tam religtone quam corpore—Brethren, 
let us venerate them [the martyrs] 
in this life, that we may have them as 
our defenders in the next; and as 
we are united with them through 
the bones of our parents, so also let 
us be joined to them by imitating 
their faith ; let us be associated with 
them in religion as well as in the body. 
Nor did the archdeacon Sabinus de- 
part from the spirit of the church 
and the old fathers when he censur- 
ed the indiscreet desire and the 
material devotion of many of the 
faithful, in wishing to be buried 
near the tombs of the martyrs. He 
himself chose the last place, near the 
door, in the Church of St. Lawrence 
outside the walls of Rome, and on 
his tomb is the following inscription, 
written at his own dictation : 

** Nil juvat, immo gravat, tumulis herere piorum ; 

Sanctorum meritis optima vita prope est. 


Corpore non opus est, anima tendamus ad illos, 
Quz bene salva potest corporis esse salus.”’* 


In the first part of the epitaph he 
alludes to the difficulty of finding a 
place vacant near the tombs of the 
martyrs, and in the end he writes that 
the efficacy is not in being joined to 
them in body, but in the soul, which, 
being saved, will ensure the salva- 
tion of the body. Maximus, whose 
words we cited above, and who 
was bishop of Turin after the year 
412, insinuates the same when he 
says: Lt sicut ets ossibus parentum 

* It availeth nothing, nay it oppresseth rather, to 
lie near the tombs of the blessed. The best life ap- 
proacheth the merits of the saints. In body it is 


not necessary ; let us cleave to them in soul, which, 
being saved, can be the salvation of the body. 
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nostrorum jungimur, Hence we con- 
clude that the usage of burying 
the dead near the bodies of the 
martyrs was regarded as an ancient 
tradition even in the fifth century. 
It is not the fact of the material 
burying-place to which we would 
invite the reader’s attention, but to 
the spirit of faith in the efficacy 
of the martyrs’ intercession. The 
chamber which contains the tomb 
of Veneranda is filled with /ocudi, 
most of which date back as far as 
the year 356. A Roman epitaph of 
the year 382 testifies that even at 
that date they were very few who 
obtained the privilege of being bu- 
ried intra limina sanctorum—within 
the threshold of the saints. The 
privilege was only granted to those 
whose merits during life had been 
eminent, and who had signalized 
themselves in the service of God, 
and especially in their charity to- 
wards the poor. Thus we read of 
a Roman by the name of Verus, 
gut post mortem merutt in Petri limi- 
na sancta jacere—who after his death 
merited that he should repose with- 
in the sacred threshold of Peter. 
We are far, however, from asserting 
that the formula sociatus sanctis al- 
ways alludes to the proximity of a 
martyr’s tomb. Very often the for- 
mula refers to the soul, which is al- 
ready supposed to be in Paradise. 
Here is a fragment of a beautiful 
epitaph found in the cemetery of 
St. Commodilla : 
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—The infant Eusebius, going to the 
place [abode] of the saints without 
sin, because of his age, rests in 
peace. 

To remove all doubt regarding 
the spirit which prompted the early 
Christians to desire burial near the 
tombs of the martyrs, we will cite a 
passage from one of the homilies of 
Maximus, Bishop of Turin: “ There- 
fore the martyrs are to be honored 
most devoutly; but we must vene- 
rate those especially whose relics we 
possess. With these we have fami- 
larity ; they receive us 
when we go out from this body.” 
This special devotion of familiarity 
with the martyrs, whose relics the 
faithful possessed, as it inspired the 
pious trust that the spirits of the 
martyrs would welcome them into 
the realms of bliss, so did it induce 
the faithful living to invoke the inter- 
cession of the martyrs for those who 
were already gone from this life. But 
we have yet some of the most beau- 
tiful epigraphs to cite—those touch- 
ing, deprecatory appeals to the 
saint or martyr by name, near whose 
tomb the remains of the departed 
are placed: SANCTE LAVREN- 
TI, SVSCEPA(m) (h)ABETO AN- 
IMA(m) (ejus) *—St. Lawrence, re- 
ceive his soul! 

In the cemetery of St. Hippolytus 
Bosius read the following: REFRI- 
GERI TIBI DOMNVSIPOLITVs 
refriger(et) tibi dom(i)nus Hippoly- 
tus—May the lord Hippolytus re- 





SBIVS INFANS PER AETATEM SE WE PEC 
goes AD SANG TORVM LOCYM ‘w PA 
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The ingenious De Rossi makes of 
this fragment the following inscrip- 
tion: (Euse)dius infans per etatem 
sene (sine) pecca(to) (acc)edens ad 
sanctorum locum in pa(ce) (qui)escit 


fresh thee. Here is an invocation, 
in a fragmentary state, of St. Basil- 
la: SERENVS FLENS DEPRE- 


* The inicrption is one ccrried from Rome to 
the museum in Naples. 
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COR IPSE deum... ET BEA- 
TA(m) BASILLA(m) VT VOBIS 
PRO M(eritis).. Another appeal to 
St. Basilla may be seen in an epi- 
graph now exposed in the Late- 
ran museum. It is that of a bereav- 
ed father and mother who com- 
mend their departed daughter 
to the protection of the saint: 
Domina Basilla, commandamus tibi 
Crescentinus et Micina Filia(m) nos- 
tra(m) Crescen(tiam)—St. Basilla, 
we, Crescentius and Micina, recom- 
mend our daughter Crescentia to 
thee. Side by side with this is the 
epitaph of Aurelius Gemelli, a child 
of four years of age. It was written 
by his mother, of whose tender af- 
fection a more moving expression 
cannot be found than those four 
words: Commando Basilla Innocen- 
tia(m) Gemelli—Basilla, I recom- 
mend [to thee] Innocence Gemelli. 
She calls him not only ézaocent, but 
innocence itself. Since we have 
mentioned the above as a specimen 
of the tender affection of the Ro- 
mans for their dead, and how they 
gave expression to it in their epi- 
taphs, it may not be out of place to 
mention another, to be seen to-day 
in the Aypogeum of the Church of St. 
Praxedes. It isin this form: Savc- 
ii Petre, Marcelline, suscipite vestruim 
alumnum !—Sts. Peter and Marcel- 
linus, receive your pupil. The 
Chevalier de Rossi is of the opinion 
that this inscription belongs to the 
cemetery of St. Helen, on the Lab- 
ican Way. As a sort of counter- 
part to it he gives another, of the 
same tenderness of tone, which he 
read in Carpentras: MARTER 
BAVDELI S PER PASSIONIS 
DIEDNO DVLCEMSVVMCOM- 
MENDATALMVNVM — Martyr 
Baudelius per passionis [sua] die(m) 
Domino dulcem suum commendat 
alumnum—The martyr Baudelius, 
through the day of his passion, com- 
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mends his sweet pupil to the Lord. 
Hence we may conclude with the 
illustrious archeologist, whose eru- 
dition has borne us out so far, that 
the custom of burying the dead near 
the tombs of the martyrs, and of 
asking, as it were, their local pro- 
tection for the dead, was universal 
in the first five or six centuries. 
He cites the only exception to this 
usage that has come within his ex- 
tensive observation. It is a Greek 
epitaph, in which the three divine 
Persons, the archangels Michael 
and Gabriel, the prophets Jeremias 
and Henoch, the Blessed Virgin, and, 
finally, the sibyl are besought in be- 
half of the departed. 

Thus far we have appealed al- 
most exclusively to the testimony 
afforded us by inscriptions discov- 
ered in the Roman Catacombs. In 
conclusion we would transcribe en- 
tire two epitaphs which, though 
not Roman, are of the greatest im- 
portance in the matter we have 
been treating. One is the epitaph 
on the tomb of Cynesius, in the 
Church of St. Felix of Nola, the 
same of whom Paulinus wrote to 
St. Augustine, asking “ whether it 
were efficacious to bury the dead 
near the tomb of the martyrs.” 
The inscription was probably dic- 
tated by Paulinus himself. We 
give it with the restorations : 


illum a ae “i HABET DOMVS AL- 
MA 

atque ita a.» ‘aNGOS SVSCEPTVM POSSIDET 
ANNOS 

patronus plACITO LAETATVR IN HOSPITE 
FELIX 


sic protectVS ERIT IVVENIS SVB IVDICE 
CHRISTO 

cum tuba terriBILIS SONITV CONCVSSERIT 
ORBEM 

exciteque anIMAE RVRSVM IN SVA VASA 
KEDI6KVNT 


Felici merito HIC SOCIABITVR ANTE TRI- 
RVNAL* 


* The holy house of Blessed Felix now holds him, 
and so possesses him for long years. Felix his pa- 
tron is glad in his happy guest ; thus when the 
awful trumpet shall shake the world with its sound, 
and resuscitated souls shall return to their bodies, 
the youth shall be protected before Christ, the 
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Here there is a thought expressed 
rarely to be met with in sacred epi- 
graphy—that the martyr Felix will, 
on the day of general resurrection, 
accompany his “ guest” before the 
tribunal of the Great Judge, and 
that “the youth shall be protected 
befure the judge, Christ.” As a 
general rule the patronage of the 
martyrs is invoked for the souls of 
the faithfui departed as they are 
now. Wewill give anotherepigraph 
in conclusion which confirms the 
conception we have just been speak- 
ing of. It is read upon the tomb- 
stone of a priest in Vercelli, by 
name Sarmata. It is metrical, and 
the illustrious Father Bruzzi is in- 
clined to attribute its authorship to 
St. Flavian, the poet, who was bi- 
shop of Vercelli about the end of the 
fifth century. This is the Fia- 
vian who was styled by his contem- 
poraries the “ Damasus of Liguria.” 
Sarmata was buried in the /oculi 
between the martyrs Nazarius and 
Victor. The chronicles speak of 
this privilege in the following terms: 
Sedes proxima sanctis martyribus con- 
cessa est ad mercedem meritis—The 
nearest place to the martyrs was 
given as a reward of his merits. 
Here is the epitaph: 

NAZARIVS NAMQVE PARITER VICTOR- 
QVE BEATI 

LATERIBVS TVTVM REDDVNT MERI- 
TISQ CORONANT 

© FELIX GEMINO MERVIT QVI MAR- 
ZYRE DVCI 


AD DOMINVM MELIORE VIA REQVIEM- 
QVE MERERI.* 


Nazarius and Victor are hefe spo- 
ken of as the ushers of Sarmata 
into the presence of the Lord—ad 


Dominum—and to eternal rest. In 
the same manner St. Petronilla is 


Judge ; he will stand near Felix before the tribu- 
nal. 

_* For Blessed Nazarius and Victor alike protect 
him at their side and crown him with merits. Oh! 
happy he who was worthy to be led to the Lord 


through a happier path by the two martyrs, and to 
obtain repose, 
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represented, in the fresco of which 
we spoke in the beginning, as intro- 
ducing the matron Veneranda into 
Paradise. The epigraphical, liturgi- 
cal, and patristic testimonies hither- 
to-quoted place in a clear and un- 
mistakable light the deep religious 
significance and the topographical 
worth of the representation on the 
tomb of Veneranda. St. Petronilla, 
the patroness of the departed, and 
whose holy ashes reposed not far 
distant, familiarly (the expression 
of Maximus of Turin) receives her 
into heaven, and the painter gave 
expression to the holy trust of her 
relatives that St. Petronilla would 
intercede for her, while the picture 
itself would invite them to pray 
more fervently to the saint whose 
holy “memories” (St. Augustine) 
were near at hand. 

Now that the signification of the 
picture has been fairly determined, 
it may not be an unfitting conclu- 
sion to our paper to inquire into 
the accuracy of the title of marty 
applied to St. Petronilla in this fres- 
co. In the first place, it is certain 
that no other saint or martyr is al- 
luded to but the veritable St. Petro- 
nilla whose remains reposed in the 
hypogeum of the basilica of SS. 
Nereus and Achilleus. Still, it is 
also certain from the Acts of the 
two martyrs, in which mention is 
made of St. Petronilla, that she was 
not a martyr in any sense whatever. 
The martyrology of Ado speaks of 
her thus: “ When Flaccus, a knight, 
desired to be united with her in 
marriage, she asked for a delay o! 
three days, and, together with her 
foster-sister, Felicula, giving her- 
self up to continual fasting and 
prayer, and the divine Mysteries 
being celebrated on the third day, 
as soon as she had received the 
Sacrament of Christ she lay down 
upon her bed and gave up the 
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ghost.” In other codices of her 
life the opening chapter is entitled, 
De obitu Petronille et passione Felt- 
cule—On the death of Petronilla 
and the martyrdom of Felicula. 
Hence there is a formal contradic- 
tion between her Acts and this fres- 
co. Without entering into a criti- 
cal examination of the authenticity 
of the Acts of Nereus and Achilleus 
—which, by the way, receive new 
confirmation from every fresh dis- 
covery in the cemetery—we will 
merely say that, were they apo- 
cryphal, the supposition would be 
that they would rather magnify her 
glory, by giving her the title of 
martyr, than diminish it. Setting 
aside the inscription, the appear- 
ance of the picture confirms her 
Acts. She is said to have been a 
virgin cf extraordinary beauty, and 
that she belonged to a noble family. 
The picture coincides perfectly with 
this belief; for she is represented 
as being beautiful; she wears her 
hair in plaited tresses, wound into 
a knot on the top of the head, ac- 
cording to the custom of virgins in 
those days; while the make of her 
dress proclaims her as belonging to 
noble rank. For the rest, there is 
not a single authentic document 
which gives her the title of martyr, 
but all speak of her as Sancta Pe- 
tronilla, or simply Virgo Petronilla. 
Hence there is no reason in the 
world why we should give credence 
to the inscription of the painter. 
The title of martyr accorded to her 
by him does not become an inex- 
plicable mystery to us when we re- 
call to mind the many and obvious 
examples of the title of martyr be- 
ing given, especially by private in- 
dividuals, without due regard for 
ustorical facts. For instance, St. 
Pudentiana, St. Cyriaca, and others 
have been styied martyrs, when we 
have positive evidence that they 
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were not. ‘Thus popes who lived af- 
ter the persecutions—Mark, Julius, 
and Damasus—are called martyrs. 
Nay, Petronilla herself is named 
martyr in the Liber Pontificalis, at 
the life of Leo III. (816), when the 
history of her life, as given by Ado, 
was universally accepted. How- 
ever, if we recall to mind what has 
already been said on the special 
confidence of the primitive Chris- 
tians in the intercession of the mar- 
tyrs for the dead; if we reflect that 
they were regarded as the principal 
citizens in the kingdom of God, to 
whom the heavens were opened, as 
St. Stephen said (martyribus patent 
cali}, and hence that to them was 
attributed, equally with the angels, 
the office of introducing departed 
souls into the divine Presence, it is 
easy to understand why the artist, 
in portraying Petronilla as receiv- 
ing Veneranda into Paradise, either 
believed her a martyr or deliber- 
ately wished to make her equal to 
one. ictoribus atque poetis equa est 
licentia. 

But in this matter we must not 
observe the material form as it is 
presented to us, accurately or inac- 
curately as the case may be. That 
is merely relative and secondary. 
It is the spirit of the work which 
we must contemplate—that great 
faith in the intercessory prayers of 
those who had fought the good 
fight, and whose happiness was com- 
plete in the Beatific Vision. Someof 
the epigraphs may be very inaccu- 
rate, even exaggerated; yet they bear, 
in their way, testimony to a sublime 
dogma of the church—the commu- 
nion of saints, not only for the good 
of the living, but for the happy re- 
pose of the dead. In fine, they are 
the embodiment of the loving coun- 
sel: “It is a holy and a wholesome 
thought to pray for the dead, that 
they may be loosed from their sins.” 
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Over the glad earth, with her robe of beauty, 
Glideth the Spring ; 

Pouring out perfume from a thousand censers 
The peach-wands swing. 


Down through the sunny vista of the orchard 
Tender green glows, 

Gnarled apple-boughs arrayed in robes of splendor 
Pearl tint and rose. 


Out from the dead leaves and the soft green mosses, 
Like joy from pain, 

Trailing arbutus, the sweet May evangel, 
Bloometh again. 


Who can remember, in this wealth of beauty, 
How April came ? 

Crowned with a frost wreath on her pallid forehead, 
And snow-star rain. 


Yet ’neath the shadow of the wing of winter 
Nature’s heart beat, 

Golden wine surging through each rugged column 
Like dancing feet. 


Thus, my belovéd! though upon us shadows 
Coldly may fall, 

God worketh slowly with the germs of beauty 
Given to all. 


Out from the shadow of our solemn parting 
Shall sweet hope spring; 

Faith, to an altar where the fire is hallowed, 
Her gifts will bring. 


Grace hath not left thee; it but sleeps, belovéd, 
Through wintry hours, 

Waiting the footsteps of the soul’s glad spring-time 
To wake the flow’rs. 


What though the sadness of an earthly parting 
On us be laid? 

In the bright sunshine of the blest hereafter 
Shadows shall fade 
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Auzoc’s UNIVERSAL CHURCH History. 
Pabisch and Byrne. Vol II. Cincin- 
nati: Robert Clarke & Co. 1876. 
(For sale by The Catholic Publication 
Society.) 

The time included in this second vol- 
ume of the great work edited by Dr. Pa- 
bisch and Father Byrne extends from 
the beginning of the fourth century to 
the beginning of the sixteenth. We have 
already said all that is requisite on the 
excellence of the work in general in our 
notice of the first volume. At present 
we have no criticisms to make, except 
on a very few special points. A con- 


densed summary of this kind is always 
liable to the fault of ambiguity in some 
of its generai statements from the very 
fact of its extreme conciseness, and thus 
may give occasion to false impressions 
on the mind of an ordinary reader. 


There is a notable instance of this on 
page 22, where a short notice is given of 
the famous Ulfila. He was, as is well 
known, an Arian. The historian tells 
us that he “accepted it [viz., Chris- 
tianity] with simple and earnest faith, 
just as he found it, putting aside all the 
idle and speculative questions that dis- 
tracted the religious mind of the age.” 
We are inclined to agree with the opin- 
ion, which the author evidently intended 
to express, that Ulfila was not culpably 
in error respecting the faith, and that to 
his simple, untutored mind the disputes 
between Catholics and Arians were un- 
intelligible. Nevertheless, the language 
we have quoted, taken in connection 
with a previous sentence in which the 
Gothic bishop is called a “ great apostle 
and bishop,” and another in which it is 
curtly stated that the/Christianity to 
which the Goths were converted “ meant 
simply the Arian heresy,” is so extreme- 
ly awkward and inaccurate that one 
would naturally understand it to imply 
that Catholic faith only differed from 
Arian heresy in respect to idie and specu- 
lative questions. A careful and instructed 
reader would, of course, judge that Dr. 
Alzog could not bave intended such a 


grossly absurd and heterodox sense ; ne- 
vertheless, his translators would have 
done well to add an explanatory note 
showing what he really did intend, but 
signally failed to express in a suitable 
way. 

On page 972 the author speaks of the 
“pantheistic language of YZau/er.” In 
this instance he seems to have followed 
closely the opinion of Dr. Stéckl, an 
author for whom we have a sincere re- 
spect, but whose estimate of Tauler we 
regard as altogether wrong.’ We have 
no fault to find with the censure pro- 
nounced upon the Zheologia Germanica, 
and pass over what is said of the writ- 
ings of Master’ Eckhart, since, although 
we incline to the opinion that his subjec- 
tive sense was orthodox, the objective 
sense of many of his propositions is pan- 
theistic and deserved the condemnation 
of the Holy See. In regard to Tauler, 
however, cf whom the author speaks in 
another place in the highest terms, Dr. 
Alzog has made, as it seems to us, an 
inconsiderate statement by a blind fol- 
lowing of Stéckl and other authors who 
condemn all the German mystics with- 
out discrimination. We have never ob- 
served a single expression in Tauler 
which has any more semblance of pan- 
theism than the language of Si. Bona- 
vcnture or any other approved mystical 
writer. We cannot perceive any differ- 
ence between the doctrine of Tauler and 
that of St. Jolin of the Cross, except that 
the latter states more distinctly the pre- 
cise theological and philosophical sense 
of several important propositions. 

The learned editor-in-chief of the pre- 
sent translation, Dr. Pabisch, sustains 
his reputation as a scholar who has a 
vast knowledge de cmnibus rebus ct qui- 
éusdim alits, perhaps on a par with that 
of Dr. Alzog himself. With the excep- 
tion of occasional infelicities of diction 
of not much importance, and the fre- 
quent use of italics, which gives us the 
sensation of jouncing on a road with 
many ruts in it, the style and manner ot 
the translation, which are chiefly due to 
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the diligent care of the Rev. Mr. Byrne, 
are satisfactory, and the various tables 
at the end are extremely serviceable to 
the student. One more volume will 
complete this exceedingly valuable com- 
pendium of the history of the church. 


Burninc Questions. By William Moli- 
tor. London: Burns & Oates. 1876. 
(For sale by The Catholic Publication 
Society.) 

Burning pretty briskly they have been, 
these questions, for some time past ; the 
fire seems to be spreading, and not a 
very speedy prospect of putting it out! 
Mr. Molitor has a very agreeable and 
skilful way of handling this kind of fire. 
A gentleman once went to lecture on 
nitro-glycerine. Proceeding coolly and 
with an unembarrassed air to the plat- 
form, one of the committee who sur- 
rounded him and were pleasantly chatting 
on the subject of the lecture having 
casually asked him if he would exhibit 
any specimens, he replied: ‘‘Oh! cer- 
tainly; my pockets are full of them.” 
Several gentlemen of the committee re- 
tired to the back seats on hearing this 
announcement, awaiting in fear and 
trembling the dreaded explosion in the 


safest place they could find. The appli- 
cation of Catholic principles to politics 
has long and widely been dreaded as 
explosive and incendiary. Of late poli- 
tics have been brought into pretty smart 


collision with Catholic principles. Of 
course it makes no particular difference 
whether you throw nitro-glycerine on a 
rock or throw a rock on nitro-glycerine. 
An explosion has certainly resulted in 
Europe which is likely to be followed by 
morc explosions. If any damage is done, 
it will not be suffered by the church. 
The anticipated destruction of Hell Gate 
by General Newton next July is a figure 
of what must take place in that quarter 
after which a certain locality in the 
East River was facetiously named by 
our Dutch ancestors. We have said that 
Mr Molitor, although in a similar posi- 
tion with the gentleman who lectured on 
nitro-glycerine, handles his themes very 
agreeably and pleasantly. He isnot only 
god-tempered and humorous, but he 
makes his somewhat abstruse topics 
quite intelligible and interesting. The 
form adopted by the author, who is a 
German priest of high rank in the church 
and of considerable note as a writer, is 
that of a series of conversational discus- 
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sions. The interlocutors are educated 
men of several nationalities, one of them 
an American, who are passing a vacation 
together on the borders of Lake Como. 
Several little episodes and descriptions 
of scenery are introduced, making a 
pretty and enlivening mise en scene for 
the talkers and their very intelligent and 
learned talk. We have not seen the 
book in its original language, which is 
German, but the English translation 
reads well, and the book is a master- 
piece in its way, both in respect to its 
matter and form. The intelligent reader 
will already have perceived that its sub- 
ject is the relation of the church to the 
state. In substance it isa popular ex- 
position of one part of ethics which is 
treated of scientifically in every Catholic 
text-book or t’eatise on morals—such, for 
instance, as Liberatore’s Philosophical 
Prelections. We cannot too strongly 
recommend its careful perusal to all 
those of our readers who wish to under- 
stand what Catholic principles and doc- 
trines really are, in opposition to the 
popular errors condemned in the Sylla- 
bus. We are glad to see that a more ex- 
tensive and formal treatise on the same 
topics by Hergenréther has been translat- 
ed and is advertised in the English 
papers, although we have not yet recciv- 
ed a copy. 


CATECHISM FOR CONFESSION AND First 
Communion. By a Priest of the Dio- 
cese of Springfield. Springfield: Phili; 
J. Ryan. 1876, 

We never take up a new catechism 
without distrust. It is easy to find ob- 
jections, real or imaginary, to any and 
every abridgment of the Christian doc- 
trine, and consequently there is little dif- 
ficulty in coming to the conclusion that 
anew catechism is needed ; but it is rare 
that even tolerable success rewards the 
compilers of text-books of this kind. We 
are of the opinion that it is not so impor- 
tant that we should have the best possi- 
ble catechism as that one which is good 
should be adopted throughout the whole 
country. Many of our wisest and most 
learned prelates have insisted upon thi: 
point, and in the first Plenary Council 
of Baltimore (1852) a catechism was ap- 
proved of and recommended to the clergy 
of the United States ; and this is still to- 
day, we think, the best to be found in this 
country. 

The catechism bya priest of the Diocese 
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of Springfield, which we have carefully 
examined, has not changed our opinion 
upon this subject. It is not free from 
errors and inaccuracies which are of 
themselves sufficient to deprive it of any 
value as a text-book of religious instruc- 
tion. In the “Act of Hope,” p. 4, we 
come upon the following ungrammatical 
sentence : “‘O my God ! who das promis- 
ed every blessing.” “What is God?” 
is asked at the very outset, and the answer 
given is: “God is a spirit.” This is 
no more a definition of God than it is of 
an angel ora soul. ‘‘ What was the Gar- 
den of Paradise? Answer—A place of 
pleasure.” This is a poor, not to say 
false, rendering of the Scriptural phrase. 
“Who is the devil? Answer—One of 
the fallen angels.” Is he not the prince 
of fallen angels? . “‘ Who are the angels? 
Answer—Pure spirits without a body.” 
Is it, then, possible for pure spirits to have 
abody? Hell, we are informed, is “a 
place of eternal torments, where there 
is all evil and no good.” This is theo- 
logically inaccurate. It is impossible 
that a place where there is 70 good should 
exist, since existence itself is a good. 

“ What are the chief things we must 
believe? Answer—The chief things we 
must believe are contained in the Apos- 
tles’ Creed.” Question and answer do 
notagree. Theone is whaéand the other 
is where. 

‘“* Why did he establish but ove church? 
Answer—Because God being one, he 
could have but ome church.” To affirm 
that God’s nature renders more than one 
church impossible is, we think, unwar- 
ranted. 

“Can the church err? Answer—She 
cannot.” The catechism approved by 
the First Plenary Council says: “She 
cannot err im matters of faith.” The 
priest of the Diocese of Springfield fails to 
give the four marks of the church; and 
this is certainly a very grave omission. 
He, moreover, says not a word about the 
infallibility of the pope, which is equally 
inexcusable. 

“How many kinds of sin are there? 
Answer—Two kinds : original sin and ac- 
tual sin.” We were under the impression 
that the kinds of sin were very numer- 
ous, 

“What sins are mortal? Answer— 
Grievous sins.” And what sins, then, 
are grievous? Mortal sins, we sup- 
pose. 

“Is tale-bearing a great sin? An- 
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swer—Yes; supported by a text of 
Scripture.” Now, we cannot think that 
tale-bearing is necessarily a great sin, 
or even that it is generally so. 

“What is the Eucharist made from? 
Answer—From wheaten bread and the 
wine of the grape.” This, in our eyes, 
as a matter of taste, if for no other rea- 
son, is very objectionable. 

We confess that much of what we have 
found fault with is not of great moment, 
but in a work of this kind we have the 
right to demand the strictest care and 
accuracy. We have no desire to be se- 
vere in our criticism, and gladly bear 
testimony to evidences of talent in the 
author, who, with greater pains, would 
have given us, we doubt not, a very ex- 
cellent catechetical text-book. 


OUTLINES OF THE RELIGION AND PHI- 
By Theo- 
Boston: Roberts 


LOSOPHY OF SWEDENBORG. 

philus Parsons. 

Brothers. 1876. 

Philosophy of Swedenborg! That is 
a desideratum which we have looked for 
in vain some twenty years or more. We 
have read a considerable number of vol- 
umes of the writings of Emanuel Swe- 
denborg and much that has been written 
on their contents, conversed with not a 
few of his prominent followers, and yet 
we have failed to obtain from them all a 
clear and philosophical statement of the 
doctrines which he taught. Here, how- 
ever, is a volume written expressly to 
give to the world such a statement. 

But, alas ! we are again doomed to dis- 
appointment; for nowhere do we find in 
it, in precise terms, the nature of this 
new revelation. The nearest we come 
to it is in the following passage: “If a 
new revelation was to be made through 
him, if it was to be made by his stare- 
ment of spiritual truths, they should be 
not merely new, but so entirely distinct 
from all that was ever before known, so 
well adapted to send the mind forward 
on anew path and from a new beginning, 
so able to supply new motives and in- 
centives toa new moral and affectional 
as well as intellectual progress, and new 
instruction to guide this progress, as to 
justify and authorize this large claim.” 

The first pretension made in this para- 
graph for the new church is “new mo- 
tives and incentives to a new moral and 
affectional progress.” Neither Sweden- 
borg in his life nor his followers in theirs 
have yet made this title good. Nowhere 
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have they shown the signs of a higher 
spiritual life or of a greater self-sacrifice. 
When they shall have given us a St. 
Charles Borromeo, or a St. Vinceat de 
Paul, or the heroism displayed by a Sis- 
ter of Charity, then, and not till then, 
will there be reason to investigate their 
claim of a revelation which is superior to 
that given by Christ himself. | 

The next assertion in this paragraph 
is that this “new revelation” is a source 
of “ new intellectual progress.” Sweden- 
borg revolted at some of the grossest 
errors of Protestantism, and, in repudi- 
ating them, seems to have been entirely 
ignorant of Catholic theology. The au- 
thor supposes Swedenborg’s opposition 
to the errors of Calvinism is the cause 
of its decline ; seemingly, he is unaware 
of its refutation centuries before Sweden- 
borg lived, and the statements of the 
truths opposed to it, by the Council of 
Trent. What is true in Swedenborgian- 
ism is not new, and what is new is not 
true. 

As a specimen of “intellectual pro- 
gress” we take the very first sentence of 
this book : “ A church,” the author says, 
“may be defined as the collective body 
of those who agree together in faith and 
in worship.” This is the same as if he 
had said: ‘‘A man may be defined as 
the collective body of those members 
which agree together in physical action.” 
This is the play of Hamlet with Hamlet 
left out. Had Mr. Parsonsthe true con- 
ception of the church, this would have 
started the question of the mission of his 
master !—a point upon which his evidence 
would have proven very unsatisfactory. 

Again he says “that it is of the 
very essence of this revelation that it is 
given to man’s reason” (page 22). 

Is the author ignorant of the fact that 
Christianity from the beginning made, 
and has always made, appeal to man’s 
reason? By Christianity we mean the 
Catholic, the Roman Catholic, Church, 
outside of which Christianity never had, 
and has not now, a real, separate exist- 
ence. Have we to tell Mr. Parsons that 
the Catholic Church has always upheld 
the value of human reason and defend- 
ed its rights? Has he ever looked into 
any work of Catholic theology? Has 
he ever opened the Summa of St. Tho- 
mas, or his volume Contra Gentiles ? 
Does the auther not know that it was 
Martin Luther who asserted against the 
church that “a man becomes all the bet- 
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ter a Christian by throttling his rea- 
son”? It seems that this new revelation, 
instead of being an incentive to intellec- 
tual progress, acts upon the intellectual 
faculties like a poison, leaving them 
without tone, vigor, or logical percep- 
tion, rapt in a dreamy self-sufficiency. 

The author says ‘‘ he agrees with Pro- 
fessor Tyndall in saying that to yield to 
the religious sentiment reasonable sat- 
isfaction is the problem of problems at 
the present hour,” and adds: ‘“‘ Webelieve 
also that the system of thought and be- 
lief introduced by Swedenborg will lead 
to the solution ef this ‘ problem of prob- 
lems’” (page 30). This is equivalent to 
saying that the Creator has made man 
for a destiny which he has carefully con- 
cealed from him these six thousand years 
or more ! 

The same Creator did not fail to satisfy 
every appetite with its proper food, ex- 
cept the highest of all—the thirst of the 
soul to know its true destiny and the 
means of attaining it. This he allowed 
to tantalize man up to the date of this new 
revelation! Pity poor Professor Tyndall 
could not be madetoseeit! Happy Pro 
fessor Theophilus Parsons, who has found 
it at the feet of Emanuel Swedenborg, 
whose words, he tells us, “ were not God’s 
words, but his own ; full, as‘we believe, 
of truth and wisdom, but limited in thei: 
scope and /iadle to error” (page 31). 

Swedenborgianism is a product of a 
mind given to the pursuit of natural 
sciences, ignorant of theology, and trans- 
ported into the dream-world—a subli- 
mated materialism. There runs through 
all the writings of the followers of Swe 
denborg the assumption of a superior 
knowledge ot spiritual truths, which al- 
lies it closely to the old heresy of Gnosti- 
cism. In kind, Swedenborgianism does 
not differ from modern Spiritism, only it 
assumes an air of greater respectability. 


Hymns. By Frederick William Faber, 
D.D. New York: E. P. Dutton & 
Co. 1876, 


The title “ Faber’s Hymns” gleams in 
golden letters from the back of this hand- 
some little volume, ‘‘ Hymns by Fred- 
erick Wm. Faber, D.D.” (in choice me 
dieval characters) on either cover. 
“Faber’s Hymns” consequently they 
must be. It is impossible to doubt their 
authenticity, surrounded as they are by 
all that wealth of adornment in which 
our ritualistic friends delight. Here 
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are the thorns, and the hammer and 
nails, and a chaste border of what may 
be taken at will for the passion flower or 
forget-me-not, and over the title a gor- 
geous cross and beneath it I.H.S. One 
would be shocked not to meet with the 
softest-toned paper inside—paper full al- 
most of that “dim religious light” that 
Milton sang. He lingers over these 
externals, for they are very lovely, and 
very characteristic ; so lovely that a sen- 
timental person would weep to find they 
are only the adornments of a wilful and 
systematic mutilation of the hymns of the 
gentle and saintly man whose name’ the 
volume bears. 

A complete collection of Father Faber’s 
Hymns was published in London in 
1861 with the approval of the author and 
under his direct supervision. He wrote 
a preface to it in which he complained 
of the liberties that had been*taken with 
his hymns. He added that “ he was on- 
ly too glad that his compositions should 
be of any service, and he has in no in- 
stance refused either to Catholics or 
Protestants the free use of them: ovly 
in the case of Protestants he has made it a 
rule to stipulate, wherever an opportunity 
has been given him, that, while omissions 
might be made, no direct alterations should 
be attempted. Hence he wishes to say 
that he is not responsible for any of the 
Hymns in any other form, literary or doc- 
trinal, than that in which they appear in 
this edition.” 

That edition bore and bears the same 
title as the one now under notice. The 
difference in size, however, between the 
two volumes is rather startling. This 
difference is accounted for by the fact 
that in the ritualistic version fifty-eight 
hymns have disappeared. There are 
one hundred and fifty in the original, 
there are ninety-two in the new, and 
what the editor and publishers would 
doubtless consider improved edition. 
Nor is the list of-omissions complete 
even with these fifty-eight absent. 

But, to do what justice may be done to 
the ritualistic editor and publishers—we 
should be delighted to give the editor’s 
name as well asthe publishers’, only that 
a judicious modesty has concealed it 
from us— we quote from the preface: 
“This book of selections from Fabker’s 
Hymns contains all of the Author's la- 
test revised edition, except the Hymns 
written for the use of Roman Catholics, 
such as those for the festivals of the Vir- 
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gin Mary, St. Joseph and the Holy Fam- 
ily, and for the Devotions in honor of 
them, and the Hymns addressed to the 
Angels and Saints.” 

In other words, it contains “ a// of the 
author’s latest revised edition” with the 
insignificantomission of very nearly one- 
half. How many hymns “of the au- 
thor’s latest revised edition” were mod 
“written for the use of Roman Catho- 
lics” were an investigation worth mak- 
ing, which the reader may take up at his 
choice. Leaving those points, however, 
it is to be supposed that so honest a con- 
fessiou amply atones for everything, es- 
pecially after Father Faber’s permission 
to Protestants to use his hymns. But 
there was a solemn stipulation attached 
to that permission, and to inquire into 
how far that ‘stipulation has been ob- 
served is the purpose of the present no- 
tice. 

From the hymn entitled “ God,” which 
is only the fourth in the volume, verses 
7 and g are left out. Those verses have 
the name of Mary in them and sing of 
her beauty. The beauty of the angels 
and saints, which is sung in the same 
hymn, is allowed to pass, but for the 
queen of angels and saints of course 
there is no room. 

In the hymn “ My Father,” a few pages 
on, the same thing is observable. The 
tender conscience of the editor revolted 
from and consequently struck out such a 
verse as this: 


“* Mary, herself a sea of grace, 
Hath all been drawn from Thine; 
And thou couldst fill a thousand more 
From out those depths divine.” 


In the rendering of the Vert Sancte 
Spiritus the last verse, which prays for 
the seven gifts of the Holy Ghost, is 
struck out, the editor probably objecting 
to those gifts for some reason of his own. 
In “ Christmas Night” the pretty chorus 
is mutilated for the purpose of throwing 
out the name of Mary. The original 
reads: 


** All hail, Eternal Child ! 
Dear Mary’s little Flower 
God hardly born an hour, 

Sweet Babe of Bethlehem ! 
Hail Mary’s Little One, 
Hail God’s Eternal Son, 

Sweet Babe of Bethlehem, 

Sweet Babe of Bethlehem !” 


This the critical editor improves as 
follows. 
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** All hail, Eternal Child! 

Sweet Babe of Bethlehem ! 
Hail God’s Eternal Son, 

Sweet Babe of Bethlehem !” 


The fine hymn “The Three Kings” is 
shortened by two verses—4 and 12. To 
be sure those two verses bear rather hard- 
ly on Protestants, but in that case, and in 
many others, why not leave the hymn out 
altogether? In the hymn immediately 
following it, ‘‘ The Purification,” the last 
verse, which claims “all rightful wor- 
ship” for the Mother of Christ, is thrown 


out—of course by Father Faber’s express - 


desire. In“ Lent,” on the very next page, 
verse 3, which celebrates “the feast of 
penance,” does not appear. Two pages 
on, in that most touching of plaints, 
“Jesus Crucified,” such verses as these 
are found unworthy a place: 


‘*His mother cannot reach His face ; 
She stands in helplessness beside ; 
Her heart is martyred with her Son’s ; 
Jesus, our Love, is crucified ! 


“ Death came, and Jesus meekly bowed ; 
His failing eyes He strove to guide 
With mindful love to Mary's face ; 
Jesus, our Love, is crucified !”” 


What a starved religion it must be that 
cannot stomach such lines as those ! And 
what justice to Father Faber! Yet the 
editor allows the next hymn to open with 
the lines: 


“ Hail, Jesus ! hail! who for my sake 
Sweet blood from Mary’s veins didst take.” 


It is to be supposed that he could not 
well deny the physical fact, though he 
would seem to have strong doubts about 
it, for presently we find him in “We 
come to thee, Sweet Saviour,” changing 
the last line of the chorus, 
‘“* © blood of Mary's son,” 
to 
** O blood of God’s dear son.” 


Just one-half the hymn to “Jesus 
Risen ” is thrown out, from verses 2 to 6 
inclusively. These verses treat of the sa- 
cred humanity. “ The Apparition of Je- 
sus to Our Blessed Lady,” ‘“‘ The Ascen- 
sion,” and “ Pentecost,” which immedi- 
ately follow, are among those struck out, 
as are also the first eight verses of “The 
Descent of the Holy Ghost.” The reason 
of course is that they eulogize the Mother 
of God. For the same reason verses 13 
and 14 are omitted. Indeed this hymn 
alone must have caused the pious soul 
of the editor much trouble ; for we find 
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in his fourth verse (the twelfth in the ori- 
ginal) the lines : 


“* One moment—and the Spirit hung 
Over them with dread desire”; 


“ O’er ker with dread desire ” 


is the original. Again in his sixth verse, 
which in the original reads: 


“ Those tongues still speak within the Church, 
That Fire is undecayed ; 
Its well-spring was that Upper Room 
Where Mary sat and prayed.” 


Of course Mary cannot be tolerated in 
such company. Her name is accordingly 
stricken from the roll and “ the disciples ” 
substituted for it, so that the last line 
reads: 


‘** Where the disciples sat and prayed.” 


Tt is too much to look to this man for 
respect for the Mother of God; but at 
least he might have some respect for Fa- 
ther Faber, and at the very least for the 
laws of rhythm. 

It is useless to multiply instances of 
this kind. They run through the book. 
A few other gross liberties taken with 
the text cannot pass unnoticed. 

In “The Wages of Sin” the second 
verse of the author reads : 


“ We gave away all things for him, 
And in truth it was much that was given— 
The love of the angels and saints, 
And the chance of our getting to heaven.” 


The Protestant editor objects to 
“ The love of the angels and saints,” 


for which he substitutes 
“ We gave away Jesus and God,” 


a line that belongs to the third verse. 
This third verse of course disappears, be- 
cause it sings of “Mary and grace” and 
“‘ prayer and confession and Mass.” 

Why the last verse of “ Conversion ” is 
condemned, even by so tender a con- 
science as that of our editor, it is impos- 
sible to conceive. 


** Jesus, Mary, love, and peace” 


sang Father Faber in “ The Work of 
Grace” ; 


* Jesus, mercy, love, and peace” 


sings his self-appointed editor. 

In “ Forgiveness of Injuries,” the very 
title of which might have caused him to 
pause, a happy specimen of his pecu- 
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liar art and animus isgiven, Father Fa- 
ber’s first verse read 


**Oh ! do you hear that voice from heaven— 
Forgive and you shall be forgiven ? 
No angel hath a voice like this ; 
Not even Mary’s song of bliss 
From off her throne can waft to earth 
A promise of such priceless worth.” 


In the Protestant version only the trst 
two lines appear; the other four are 
taken from the second verse ; the re- 
mainder of which, with the rejected four 
of the first verse, are thrown away al- 
together. 

Here an examination which might be 
prolonged indefinitely may as well end. 
The reader may judge for himself wheth- 
er the word “ mutilation” —a grave word 
to use—is misapplied in this instance. 
Selections, of course, may be taken from 
a man’s works in these days, though we 
should say not without permission from 
the author or from those empowered to 
grant it. But that such permission 
should be extended to hacking a man 
right and left, distorting his words, spoil- 
ing his verses, studiously making him 
say just what he does not say, persistent- 
ly making him dishonor those whom he 
most honors—strange indeed must be 
the conscience which can interpret the 
widest permission thus! We need not 
refer to the glowing love of Father Faber 
for the Blessed Virgin. It was no vague 
aspiration after some ideal being, existing 
or not existing ina remote state. It was 
a vital reality to him. The Blessed Vir- 
gin was near him always. To her he 
turned with the love and confidence of a 
child, as to no imaginary mother, at all 
times. Her name was ever on his lips, 
as her love was in his heart. It was na- 
tural, then, that all his writings, but above 
all his hymns, should bubble over with 
the love that was ever welling upwards 
from the very depths of his being. Yet 
this man, pursued apparently by hatred 
of the Mother of Jesus, and thinking to 
honor the Son by dishonoring the Mother, 
follows her up and hunts her from the 
pages of one so devoted to her. wher- 
ever it was possible to do so. Further 
comment on a man who can commit so 
dishonest an act, in the name too of reli- 
gion, is unnecessary. As for the pub- 
lishers who can lend themselves to such 
unworthy work, we leave them to their 
own reflections. 

We have no desire to take this as 
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characteristic ot our Protestant friends 
generally, particularly of the Protestant 
Episcopal section of them. But there is 
too much of such dishonest practice. 
The Following of Christ; the Devout 
Life, by St. Francis de Sales; the A/e- 
morial of a Christian Life, by Father 
Lewis of Granada; the Spiritual Com- 
dat, and all Father Avrillon’s works, 
have been tampered with in the same man- 
ner and by the same set of zealous Chris- 
tians. Is it too much to detect in this the 
old spirit that gave us what is known as 
the King James version of the Bible, and 
that is content to let centuries of great 
Christian faith go by, for the purpose of 
claiming a fancied union with that of 
the earlier centuries, basing the claim on 
distorted extracts from the works of a few 
great writers? 


GERTRUDE MANNERING: A Tale of Sac- 
rifice. By Frances Noble. London: 
Burns & Oates. 1875. (For sale by 
The Catholic Publication ‘Society.) 


One begins to grow shy of “tales of 
sacrifice” written by Catholic authors. 
They are so very like one another that 
the maxim Zr uno disce omnes is nowhere 
more applicable than to them. Given 
the characters and their relations one to 
another, and a very limited amount of 
experience will enable the reader to 
sketch out the story faithfully enough for 
himself without going to the trouble of 
reading the book. Gertrude Mannering, 
though bearing a strong family likeness 
to her sisters, and beginning in the ortho- 
dox fashion—in the convent, of course— 
improves upon acquaintance, and leaves 
the reader with the impression that the 
hand which fashioned her is capable of 
much better work. It is useless to 
sketch the story, which is a short one 
and of simple enough construction. Its 
defects are of the usual order, though 
in a less degree than ordinarily. There 
is too much pious “talk,” in season and 
out of season, When will our Catholic 
story-writers learn this first lesson of fic- 
tion : that a little of such talk goes a very 
long way? Even inquiring Protestants 
are not likely to be-moved profoundly by 
the tremendous arguments of a girl of 
sixteen or seventeen just out of a con- 
vent, while Catholics yawn as soon as 
they appear, and either skip the pages 
that contain them or close the book. 
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Then, again, Gerty blushes a little too 
often, even for a convent girl. Thecolor 
rises in her cheeks more or less deeply 
at almost every other page. One grows 
rather tired, too, of the frequent mention 
of “ the pate, proud face” of the “ haughty 
Stanley” and his “splendid intellect.” 
These, to be sure, are the ordinary attri- 
butes of lady novelists’ heroes, but, at 
least, the last quality might be judicious- 
ly omitted; unless excellent grounds 
are given for it. A “splendid intellect” 
is no doubt a very good thing to have, as 
is also a “ pale, proud face” in its way ; 
but when the “ splendid intellect” only 
shows itself in rather commonplace ob- 
servations, such as persons with no pre- 
tension at all to'so rare a gift would use, 
the effect is not quite satisfactory. 

One more objection we must make, and 
a serious one. The sacrifice around 
which the story turns is by no means to 
be commended and would bave been 
better omitted. Young ladies, even 
young'ladies whose love has been crossed, 
can easily find something far better to do 
with their lives than to offer them to God 
for the soul of some young gentleman 
whom they are particularly anxious to 
convert. Martyrdom for the faith is one 
thing ; but the picture of a young lady, 
who cannot conscientiously marry a 
young infidel, offering her life to God for 
his conversion, is quite another thing. 
One is tempted to ask how much the 
‘pale, proud face” and the “ splendid in- 
tellect ” of the “ haughty Stanley ” had to 
do with so tremendous a sacrifice in the 
present instance. Gerty might have done 
him, and herself, and her reader much 
more good by living than by dying for 
him, as did that practical patriot when 
the cause of his country seemed lost. 

We have noticed this story at some 
length because the writer, whose name 
meets us for the first time, seems, as al- 
ready hinted, to give promise of much 
better work. Lady Hunter is a well- 
drawn character. So, apart from the ex- 
cessive tendency to blush and “talk pi- 
ous,” is Gerty. The “haughty” Stanley 
is rather a conventional hero, which, per- 
haps, is only natural in days when so 
many young men lay claim to “ splendid 
intellects.” The scene between Gerty and 
Stanley, where love and duty on the one 
side, and love and pride on the other, 
contend for mastery, is drawn with gen- 
uine power, while the end is indeed 
touching. 


New Publications. 


THE SCHOOL QUESTION : CATHOLICS AND 
EpucaTion. 1 vol. 8vo, pp. 200. 
New York: The Catholic Publication 
Society. 

The republication of the various es- 
says on education which have from time to 
time appeared in THE CATHOLIC Wor LD. 
treating this all-important subject from 
widely different points of view, present- 
ing a great variety of style and method 
as well as of authorship, will, we are 
confident, be welcomed* by the reading 
Catholic public as especially opportune 
at the present moment, when the ques- 
tions here discussed enter so largely 
into all our social, theological, and po- 
litical controversies. 

Though the subject of education is 
much talked of and written about, it is 
rarely carefully examined or seriously 
studied. We have ourselves been made 
to blush more than once by the ignorance 
on this point of even intelligent Catholics. 
Self-respect, one would think, should 
suffice to make us acquaint ourselves 
with the arguments upon which our dis- 
sent from the theories of education com- 
monly received in this country is based. 
At the expense of very little time and 
labor any ordinarily intelligent Catholic 
might be in a position to defend himself 
against the attacks of the advocates of a 
purely secular school system. To those 
who feel the need of informing them- 
selves more thoroughly on this subject 
we heartily commend these essays. The 
questions with which they deal have 
been discussed, not without ability and 
sound reason, in pamphlets and lectures ; 
but before the publication of this vol- 
ume we should have been unable to re- 
fer to any one book as giving a fair and 
satisfactory statement of Catholic princi- 
ples on the subject of education. This 
collection supplies a want which many 
besides ourselves must have felt. 


THE ACOLYTE; OR, A CHRISTIAN SCHO- 
LAR. A story for Catholic youth. Phila- 
delphia: Peter F. Cunningham & Son. 
1876. 


Stories for Catholic youth, which are at 
once interesting and safe, are greatly to 
be desired. Every honest attempt to 
satisfy this want is consequently to be, 
in a certain sense, commended. Our 
boys, however, fare rather badly at the 
hands of writers. The books written 
for them are, as a class, either slow and 
uninteresting or so goody-goody that a 
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boy yawns before he has. finished half a 
dozen pages. The author of Zhe Aco- 
/vée, though animated with the best in- 
tentions, has fallen into the common 
mistake. His book is too “good.” His 
hero, whom he evidently locks upon as 
the beau-ideal of a Catholic student, is, it 
must be confessed, rather a tiresome 
young person, having a dreadful propen- 
sity to indulge in disquisitions of class- 
room philosophy with his young sister 
and others. In fact, the atmosphere of 
the class room pervades the book, and 
the result is not agreeable. When boys 
read a story, they want to be out of 
school. There are excellent things in 
this book, but such as would appear to 
better advantage in one of a purely spir- 
itual character, where they would proba- 
bly find more readers, even among 
boys, than they are likely to do in 
their present form. The volume is Gedi- 
cated to the “ Acolythical Society” of a 
church in Cincinnati. If such a society 
exist, we recommend it to change its 
name. ‘“ Acolythical” is a barbarism 
which should not be tolerated. 


LiT+RATURE FOR LITTLE Foiks. SELEC- 
TIONS FROM STANDARD AUTHORS, AND 
Easy Lussons IN CoMPposiTION. By 
Elizabeth Lloyd. Philadelphia ; Sower, 
Potts & Co. 1876. 


The object of this little book is to 
make even the “Little Folks” so fami- 
liar with good English as habitually to 
speak and write it correctly. They will, 
it is claimed by the author, thus acquire a 
knowledge of correct English without 
going through the regular but slow pro- 
cess of first committing the rules of syn- 
tax to memory. The object is praise- 
worthy, and the plan of the work seems 
well adapted to make it easy of accom- 
plishment. 


A Manual of 
By J. Willis 

1 vol. 16mo, pp. 264. 
Sower, Potts & Co. 


How To Write LETTERS. 
Correspondence, etc. 
Westlake, A.M. 
Philadelphia : 
1876. 


This is no mere compilation in the 
usual style of manuals, but an elaborate 
and interesting little work, showing the 
proper structure, composition, punctua- 
tion, formalities, and uses of the various 
kinds of letters, notes, and cards. It 
also contains a considerable amount of 
miscellaneous information about ¢fis/o- 
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lography in general, and an article on 
“Roman Catholic Titles and Forms,” 
with particular reference to this country. 
The appearance of such a complete work 
of this nature is a proof of that more 
careful attention now paid by Americans 
to the written forms and etiquette of so- 
cial intercourse, which, whatever may 
be ranted about republicanism and de- 
mocratic habits, are as necessary, or at 
least as desirable, in the United States 
as in Europe. We would say of them, 
as of the devices of heraldry, if used at 
all, they should be used correctly ; and 
this book will show people how to use 
them. 


EXPLANATIO PSALMORUM. ~ Studio F. X, 
Schouppe, S.J. Prolegomena in*S 
Scripturam. Auctore F. X. Schouppe, 
S.J. Bruxellis, 1875. Benzizer Bro. 
thers, New York. 


These two treatises from the pen of 
Father Schouppe, the learned Belgian 
Jesuit, who has labored so indefatigably 
to enrich Catholic literature, form part 
of the author’s “ Course of Sacred Scrip- 
ture,” but have been published separate- 
ly in order to give them a wider circula- 
tion. In the “Explanatio Psalmorum’”’ 
Father Schouppe has chosen for eluci- 
dation the psalms which are appointed 
to be recited in the common offices of 
the Roman Breviary, and his commen- 
taries are made with special.zeference to 
this official devotion of the priesthood. 
Each psalm is accompanied by a para- 
phrase ; a short but satisfactory com- 
mentary follows ; and, finally, the seszs 
fiturgus is given, showing its special 
appropriateness to the various offices of 
the Breviary in which it is found. 

The “ Prolegomena” is a brief intro- 
duction to the study of Holy Scripture. 
in which the various subjects comprised 
under the head of hermeneutics are 
discussed. 

Both these treatises are characterized 
by the solid learning and lucid style 
which distinguish all the works of Fa- 
ther Schouppe. 


Les PRINCIPES DE LA SAGESSE. Par Fran- 
cois de Salazar, S.J. Traduits de l’Es- 
pagnol. Gand. Benziger Brothers, 
New York. 

This work of Father Salazar. a Spa- 
nish Jesuit, was discovered in 1628 by 
Dom Geronimo Perez, a doctor of the 
University of Alcala, who, in his Summa 
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Theologia, speaks of it in the following 
terms: “I have read with attention all 
that the most weighty authors have writ- 
ten on subjects proper to effect the con- 
version of the soul ; but I have met with 
no one who has treated these matters 
with a force equal to that which is found 
in a manuscript of Francis de Salazar, a 
religious of the Society of Jesus.” 

The success of the book has more than 
justified this estimate of Dr. Perez. It 
has passed through innumerable editions 
in the original Spanish, and has been 
translated into nearly all the languages 
of Europe. The French translation now 
before us has reached a fifteenth edition. 


BREVIARIUM ROMANUM, CUM OPFFICIIS 
SANCTORUM NovISSIME PER SUMMOS 
PONTIFICES USQUE AD HANC DIEM CON- 
cessis. Turonibus, 1875. Benziger 
Brothers, New York and Cincinnati. 
This is a new and elegant edition of 

the Roman Breviary, to which have been 

added the offices of St. Boniface and St. 

Paul of the Cross, the recitation of which 

has recently been made obligatory upon 

all priests by a decree of the Holy Father. 

It is printed in large and clear type on 

delicately-tinted paper of a shade pecu- 

liarly grateful to the eye, strongly bound 
in morocco, and of convenient size. We 
have rarely seen a finer edition of the 

Breviary. 


Pivs IX. AND HIS Times. By Thomas 
O’Dwyer, M.D., M.R.C.S. (late Eng- 
lish Physician at Rome). London: 
Burns, Oates & Co. 1876. 

This volume is made up of a series of 
entertaining sketches of travel and Iet- 
ters from Rome, where the author resided 
many years, during which he was corre- 
spondent to the London Weekly Register. 
His letters to that journal make up the 
bulk of the book. At a time when so 
much that is false issues from the capital 
of Christendom and finds a welcome 
place in the columns of non-Catholic 
journals, the letters from the same city 
of an observant and intelligent Catho- 
lic would possess a special value quite 
apart from their intrinsic literary merit. 


AUTHORITY AND ANARCHY ; OR, THE BI- 
BLE ON THE CuurcH. London: Burns 
& Oates. 1876. 

The author of this pamphlet presents 
the argument for the church from the 
Scriptures with very considerable skill 
and ability. 
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CHARACTERISTICS FROM THE WRITINGS OF 
Joun Henry Newman. Being Selec- 
tions, Personal, Historical, Philosophi- 
cal, and Religious, from his Various 
Works. Arranged by William Samuel 
Lilly, of the Inner Temple, Barrister- 
at-Law. With the author's approval. 
New York: D. & J. Sadlier & Co. 
1876. 

This is an American reprint of the Lon- 
don edition. The latter has already been 
noticed in THE CATHOLIC WorLD. The 
praise given to the original edition cannot 
be accorded to the present volume. The 
type 1s too small for general use, and the 
book lacks what we characterized at the 
time as “ one of the best portraits of Dr. 
Newman which we have seen.” 


Tue LitTtLe Book or THE Hoty CHILD 
Jesus: A Prayer-Book for His Chil- 
dren. By Canon Warmoll. London: 
Burns & Oates. 


This useful little book is intended for 
very young children. It contains short 
prayers, acts, meditations, and instruc- 
tions for Mass, confession, communion, 
and daily conduct. The meditations are 
admirable, being just adapted to catch 
the attention of children. The instruc- 
tions also are excellent. Only here and 
there are to be found passages that strike 
us as a little too ponderous for very 
young children. 


PUBLICATIONS RECEIVED. 


Lives of the Saints. Rev. F. X. Weninger, D.D. 
Part VI. P. O’Shea. 

“* Messenger Series.” 

Early Mart yrs. 
ladelphia: Peter F. Cunningham & Son. 1876. 
A Study of Freemasonry. Translated from the 
French of Monseigneur Dupanloup, Bishop of 

Orleans. New York: D. & J. Sadlier & Co. 

Pax Aninz: A Short Treatise declaring how ne- 
cessary the tranquillity and peace of the soul is, 
and how it may be obtained. Hy St. Peter of Al- 
cantara. From an old English translation of 
1665. Edited by Canon Vaughan. London: 
Burns & Uates. 1876. 

Major John Andre: An Historical Drama in Five 
Acts. By P. Leo Haid, OS #8. Baltimore 
pone Murphy & Co. New York: The Catholi 

ublication Society. 18-6 

The Martyrdom of St Cecily: A Drama in Three 
Acts. By the Rev. Albany Christie, S.J. Lon- 
don: Burns & Oates. 1876. 

Christianity the Law of the Land. A discourse 
delivered in the Church of the Saviour, Brooklyn, 
N.Y. Fy the Pastor, A. P. Putnam. With an 
Appendix ; or, Voices of American History. 
Brooklyn, N. . ‘ 

Report of the Xavier Union of the City of New 
Vork. 1875. 

Report of the City Superintendent of Schools to the 
Foard of Education of the City of New York, for 
the Year ending December 31, 1875. d 

Addresses at the Inauguration of Daniel C. Gilman, 
as President of the Johns Hopkins University, 
Baltimore, February 22, 1876. 
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